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— men achieve celebrity for themselves, others have 
i) celebrity conferred upon them by their biographers. 
It is not often that the historian and the hero of his tale are men 
whose names would be immortal independently of their re- 
lation to one another; yet it has happened so upon the present 
occasion; for one is the Abbé De Rancé, and the other is the 
Viscount Chateaubriand. The pen of the gifted author of 
the Génie de Christianisme is able to confer on any subject 
that enlists its services the immortality of literary fame. We 
know no more fortunate circumstance in a great man’s destiny 
than to obtain the services of genius. Without it, what must 
have become of the great men whose lives are the study of 
the world? How few would ever have heard of Agricola but 
for the pen of Tacitus? Of course, we speak not of that 
loftier and more abiding reward of excellence, which the 
great and good should ever, and beyond all others, aspire to, 
and which consists in the consciousness of goodness here, and 
the hope of happiness hereafter ; but of such as may be found 
in that public and respectful homage which rescues the good 
man’s deeds from obscurity, and proposes them for the imita- 
tion and enlightenment of the world. This homage it is the 
duty of genius to give when it is due. It has no nobler 
function to discharge, than to invest the good man’s name 
with those graces which it can confer upon the subject of its 
advocacy, and vindicate for it that place in the public esti- 
mation which it should possess, but which it may not other- 
wise obtain. The stately pile which the piety of after ages 
rears to the memory, and over the ashes of the sainted dead, 
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where the rich and mellow tints streaming in golden floods of 
light through the stained window, the triumphs of human 
art that look down from the niche and canvas, or that hang 
in such gorgeous profusion from the overhanging dome, the 
clustered pillars, and tapering arches, that stretch far away 
in the dim perspective before us, and the solemn majesty 
that surrounds, and takes possession of the soul, will extort 
from even an unwilling votary that reverence to departed 
worth, which would be slowly and coldly rendered over the 
unadorned tomb, that simply bore the record of a name. 

The present work was not the voluntary undertaking of 
the Viscount Chateaubriand. He says it was a duty imposed 
by his confessor; and its faults or its beauties must be laid 
to the account of the Abbé Seguin,* whose name is inscribed 
upon the title-page. That name few would have heard or 
known, if, like the bee embalmed in amber, it had not been 
rescued from oblivion in the work of his illustrious penitent. 
Can it be that the lighter productions of his muse needed such 
an atonement, or that the reveries of René or Attala were to 
be expiated by meditating on the stern and rugged virtues 
that distinguished the reformer of La Trappe? The life of 
De Rancé has been written by several biographers. The 
most distinguished and trustworthy are Le Nain, a brother 
of the illustrious Tillemont, Maupeou, and Marsollier. None 
of these have been rendered into English; and the only in- 
formation which our language affords, is to be sought for in 
a few meagre and imperfect notices. We therefore think 
that we shall be doing some service to our readers, and sup- 
plying, to some extent, this deficiency, by presenting them 
with a few of the particulars of the life and conversion of this 
remarkable man, principally, but not entirely, as they are 
detailed in the work before us. We regret to say,—and we 
do it with all respect to its distinguished author,—that it is 
less a life, than a dissertation upon the life, of De Rancé. It is 
marked, too, with many of those literary imperfections which 
have been noticed in the author’s later writings. He not 
unfrequently places himself between us and his subject, and 
obtrudes his own achievements when we are only anxiously 
thinking of De Rancé. Many pages are taken up with events 
of his own life,—his embassy to London, his acquaintance 





* The Abbé Seguin was a native of Carpentras. Born in 1748, he wit- 
nessed and survived all the horrors and atrocities of the revolution. A brother 
of his was one of the martyrs of the 2nd September. After a long and holy 
life he died in Paris in 1843, at the advanced age of ninety-five years. 
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with Mr. Canning, Mr. Croker, and Lord Liverpool,—when 
his reader is only anxious about La Trappe: and a French legi- 
timist may read with interest those digressions about “le 
pauvre orphelin Henri V,” which, in the present work, only 
the garrulity of old age can excuse. ‘There is much to 
instruct in a life like this before us. There is many a salu- 
tary lesson in the struggles, the temptations, the triumphs, 
the vicissitudes of such a character ; nay, even in those darker 
shades which obscure and tarnish its early existence, when 
they are unfolded to us, not in any captious or censorious 
mood,—not for any purpose of idle or reprehensible prying 
into the wayward wanderings of the prodigal son, who squan- 
dered his substance in a foreign land,—but, when we approach 
them with humility, to derive therefrom a lesson and an 
example for ourselves; and to contemplate with a Christian 
fear and charity that inward and purifying process, by which 
the sensualist and the infidel, the proud man or the ambitious, 
is transformed into the child of God. Our own heart and 
reflection tell us that such an ordeal is a fearful one to feel, 
and that it is to be contemplated with sentiments of reveren- 
tial awe, and canvassed with a spirit of charitable indulgence, 
knowing that we ourselves have been tempted, and that “he 
who stands should take heed lest he fall.” 

Armand Jean Bouthillier de Rancé was the second son of 
Denis le Bouthillier de Rancé, private secretary of Mary of 
Medici. He was born in 1626, in Paris, where his parents 
were then residing. The family from which he was descended 
held high rank among the nobility of France. The archi- 
episcopal see of Tours was filled by one of its members, the 
see of Aire by another. ‘The name may be found in the list 
of many of the great functionaries of the state of those times. 
They themselves took no small pride in their connexion with 
the dukes of Brittany; and it is supposed that the name of 
Bouthillier was first derived from some Ganymede of that 
ancient and almost royal court; the name, which first only 
expressed the official dignity, becoming in after times the sur- 
name of the family. But we apprehend that few indeed 
beyond the walls of the herald’s office would ever have heard 
of the name of Bouthillier de Rancé, but for its being possessed 
by the reformer of La Trappe. He was called Armand Jean 
after his godfather, the Cardinal Richelieu. His elder brother, 
Denis Francis, besides being a canon of Notre Dame, held 
also, “in commendam,” the abbey of La Trappe, and pos- 
sessed its revenues from his childhood. He died young 3 and 
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as the custom of the times made such. property a kind of heir- 
loom, the abbey descended to the next of kin—his brother 
Armand. A child with such expectations deserved and ob- 
tained the best education which the schools of Paris could 
afford. He had one tutor to teach him Greek, another to 
teach him Latin, and a third to teach him virtue. The latter, 
we are sorry to say, does not seem to have been as success- 
ful or as diligent as the others. The young Armand had 
scarcely put off the dress of childhood, when he was able to 
translate the poets of Greece and Rome. We are told that a 
benefice of some value was then vacant; the name of the 
godson of Richelieu was, of course, put on the list for pro- 
motion. A violation of propriety so outrageous was made 
the subject of remark: the clergy remonstrated, and the 
people were scandalized. Caussin, a Jesuit, the king’s con- 
fessor, sent for the boy. He had a copy of Homer on the 
table when he came, and requested him to translate a passage, 
which he placed before him. The youth did it so much to 
his satisfaction, that he supposed at first that he read it out 
of the Latin translation at the bottom of the page. This he 
covered with his hand; but finding that he translated as 
fluently as before, he exclaimed, ‘“ Habes lynceos oculos,” 
embraced him with affection, and made no further opposition 
to his preferment. He was only twelve years of age when 
he published an edition of Anacreon, which he dedicated to 
the Cardinal Richelieu. A boy of such promise and such 
patronage was on the high road to preferment. He was 
already abbot of La Trappe and canon of Notre Dame, the 
benefices which had been held by his elder brother. He was 
in due time made prior of the abbeys of Chambor, of Notre 
Dame de Val, of St. Symphorian near Beauvais, of St. Clée- 
mentin near Poitou, archdeacon of Angers, and a canon of 
Tours. What a shower of honours for the editor of Anacreon ! 
If the bard of Teios were to return to earth again, how amazed 
he would be at the rewards that awaited a commentator upon 
his labours. De Rancé made his studies in the usual course, 
and took out the degree of doctor at the Sorbonne with much 
distinction. Among his classfellows was one whose name is 
not without honour in the annals of his country,—Bossuet. 
We suspect that when they were boys together, the future 
looked and promised more favourably for the godson of 
Richelieu and the editor of Anacreon, than it did for the 
eagle of Meaux. He received the order of priesthood in 1651, 
and said his first mass at the Chartreuse. Soon after, he 
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commenced his career as a preacher, for which duty he pos- 
sessed many qualifications, and in which he would have 
acquired celebrity, if the seductions of Parisian society had 
not diverted his thoughts from his professional avocations. 
The fashionable society of the capital, to which his rank 
gave him easy access, was split up, at this period, into several 
coteries, each of which was under some distinguished leader 
of the ton, and held its meetings in one of the elegant man- 
sions which, after the disturbances of the Fronde, were erected 
by Italian architects, on the plan of the princely mansions of 
their own country. There can be no question as to the lux- 
urious taste and costly elegance which shed their charms over 
these social circles. They were formed on the model, and 
in many respects had adopted the phraseology, of classic 
times. ‘The locality of each “reunion” was honoured with 
an appellation borrowed from the shores of the Egean; 
and none but the initiated could find out the precise lati- 
tude and longitude of “Corinth,” and “ Delos,” and the 
“little Athens.” We know not whether there was among 
them a “little Cyprus;” but if the private memoirs of the 
times tell truth, the name would not be altogether misapplied 
to many a mansion upon the banks of the Seine. Tomfooleries 
which now would be tolerated but in the nursery; shepherds 
and shepherdesses wandering about, in would-be Arcadian 
simplicity, through shady bowers long after night set in; dit- 
ties, sung by love-sick swains, which, without the elegance, 
had all the voluptuousness of Tibullus, were the prevailing 
fashion of the age. It must be admitted that such society 
was but an indifferent school for the young ecclesiastic. When 
he should have been poring over the pages of Aquinas, the 
fashionable abbé was, perhaps, discussing the rival pretensions 
of a Longuevil and a Rambouillet, and devoting to the Duchess 
of Montbazon those hours that would have been more profit- 
ably given to Augustine or the Master of the Sentences. 
The life of De Rancé, at this period, is one on which we would 
not wish to dwell. ‘The abyss into which he sunk in a very 
few years, is one from which he could have been rescued only 
by an angel’s hand. We think that our author has evoked 
rather unnecessarily the spectral images of voluptuousness 
with which several pages of his work are filled. Such details 
are repulsive enough in the memoirs of living men; but they 
are beyond description loathsome when the actors have long 
since gone to their dread account, and the skeleton and the 
charnel-house are visible in the back-ground of the picture. 
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If the nobles of France have done deeds unworthy of a Chris- 
tian people and a Christian country, they have been severely 
tried, and let us hope that the dark stains upon their scutcheon 
have been washed away in the bloody stream of the Place de 
Grdve. God may have armed the hand of Robespierre to 
avenge the excesses of the Regent Orleans. 

De Rancé had a beautiful country residence at Veretz. 
Thither he frequently repaired, when tired of the gaieties of 
Parisian life, or when he wished to indulge in the pleasures 
of the chase, of which he was excessively fond. The house at 
Veretz was remarkable for the magnificence of its decoration, 
and the extent and splendour of the accommodation it afforded. 
Everything that wealth and taste could do—and what is there 
that they cannot do, was done. The gardens and surround- 
ing lawn were laid out with exquisite taste, and every feature 
of the landscape was made to harmonize with the splendour 
which pervaded the whole establishment. A succession of 
fétes attracted from all quarters the gentry of the neighbour- 
hood—and there were no entertainments like those of the 
Abbé de Rancé. When even these pleasures had palled 
upon the taste of their author, he determined on varying 
the monotony of existence, by sallying forth, like some knight- 
errant of the olden time, in quest of adventure. It was an age 
of superstition, too, with all its fancied refinement, and there 
were many who, like Catherine of Medici, tried to read their 
fate in the movements of the heavenly bodies. The tower 
which she had built for the purpose, is still, we believe, shown 
to the stranger in Paris. De Rancé was led by the prevail- 
ing opinions of the day; but we should hope that there was 
some lingering sense of his Christian, if not of his clerical, 
profession, and some promptings of his better nature. to save 
him from the folly of yielding seriously to so monstrous a 
delusion. One day at Veretz he ran great risk of losing his 
life. He heard in a distant part of his lawn the noise of some 
persons who were trespassing upon his preserves of game: 
he rushed out upon them, unarmed as he was, accompanied 
only by a single servant, and after a short struggle disarmed 
their leader. But he little knew the danger to which he 
exposed himself. This leader was a gentleman well known 
in the sporting world of that day. He was notorious for the 
many duels in which he had been successfully engaged—and 
the shedding of human blood was a thing of very little mo- 
ment in his eyes. The law could not reach, and the public 
opinion honoured, instead of stigmatizing, the murderer who 
could show the emblems of nobility upon his scutcheon. 
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From such an adversary, and in the excitement of the chase, 
he could scarcely hope for quarter or for mercy. And after 
the event had taken place, the trespasser was wont to say, 
that Providence had something yet in store for De Rancé, for 
though he had him in his power, and feared neither God nor 
man, yet there was something he could not tell which pre- 
vented him from killing him upon the spot, as he intended 
more than once to do. 

The darkest page in the history of De Rancé is, that which 
describes his connexion with the Duchess of Montbazon. 
The duke, her husband, had been an old friend of his father, 
and the friendship was extended to the son. He was near 
eighty years of age when he married Mary of Bretagne, 
daughter of the Count de Vertus. She was then only in her 
sixteenth year, and as happens in almost all such unequal 
connexions, sacrificed her happiness at the shrine of her vanity 
and ambition. In this instance the sacrifice included, it is 
said, her virtue also. The husband died after a few years, 
leaving her a widow while.the sheen of girlhood yet lingered 
upon her cheek. The intimacy of De Rancé with the family 
continued after the duke’s death. He took a great interest in 
the management of her business. He was a constant visitor 
at her house; he was always present at her parties; and had 
a right of admittance to her presence when many others were 
excluded. The widow was young and handsome, and the 
abbé was gay and fashionable. Is it surprising that the 
world, which is never sparing of its censure, or charitable in 
its constructions, should have said more in reference to them 
both than it had a right to do? 

Our readers may wish to know something of his outward 
garb at this period of his life. The following sketch is by an 
eye-witness :-— 

“He wore a tight coat of beautiful violet-colour cloth. His hair 
hung in long curls down his back and shoulders. He wore two 
emeralds at the joining of his ruffles, and a large and rich diamond 
ring upon his finger. When indulging the pleasures of the chase 
in the country, he usually laid aside every mark of his profession ; 
wore a sword, and had two pistols in his holsters. His dress was 
fawn-coloured, and he used to wear a black cravat embroidered 
with gold. In the more serious society which he was sometimes 
forced to meet, he thought himself very clerical indeed, when he 
put on a black velvet coat with buttons of gold.” 


As for the great and important function of his ministry, 
the writer says a great deal in a few words—“ Pour la messe 
il la disait peu.” 
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The worldly and unprofessional habits of the abbé do 
not seem to have in any material degree impeded his promo- 
tion. He was offered the bishopric of Laon in Brittany, but 
deeming the revenue too small, or the distance too great from 
court, he declined its acceptance. His uncle, the archbishop 
of Tours, who largely shared in the ambitious views of the 
family, wished him to be appointed coadjutor and provisional 
successor to himself, but could not prevail on Mazarin to 
comply with his wishes. Disappointed in this hope, he re- 
solved on giving his nephew an opportunity of displaying 
those brilliant talents which he unquestionably possessed, 
and had him nominated one of the deputies of the clergy of 
Tours at the general assembly of the French Church which 
was then about to be held. He attended only one of the two 
years which the meeting lasted, but during his attendance he 
attracted much attention by the seasonable aid which, in the 
course of a stormy debate, he afforded to Harlay, who was 
subsequently archbishop of Paris. He was also commis- 
sioned, in connexion with the bishops of Vence and Mont- 
pellier, to superintend a Greek edition of Eusebius, for which 
his previous study and well-known proficiency in that lan- 
guage had qualified him; and he reached the culminating 
point of his clerical promotion, when, on the resignation of his 
uncle the archbishop in his favour, he was appointed almoner 
to Gaston Duke of Orleans. If Providence had not some 
other object in view for De Rancé, the inevitable consequence 
of this appointment would have been his speedy promotion 
to some episcopal or archiepiscopal dignity. 

We have hitherto contemplated only the young and gifted 
cleric, climbing the rugged steep of ambition, and striving 
for those honours, which his great connexions promised to 
secure for him. We have seen him the victim of pride, am- 
bition, perhaps of other and less worthy influences. A great 
mind, and a noble generous heart, were perverted from their 
high purpose, as many such have been perverted before ; and 
we turn with pleasure to the consideration of those events by 
which they were brought back to God. Why should not we 
rejoice at such a salutary change in one who is of our own 
flesh and blood, when even seraphs are filled with joy, on 
seeing from their starry thrones some poor erring child of 
Adam returning from the evil of his ways? The precise cir- 
cumstances of De Rancé’s conversion are no tcorrectly known. 
Some of his biographers, perhaps the most trustworthy, 
ascribe it to the natural working of his own mind, directed 





1844. ] Chateaubriand’s Life of De Rancé. 305 


and sanctified by a special grace, without which it could do 
nothing; but occasioned, it is said, by his providential escape 
from those dangers to which he had been sometimes exposed. 
One of these we have just now alluded to; another occurred 
while he was one day on a shooting excursion. The conversa- 
tion between him and his only companion was of that irreli- 
gious nature then fashionable in many circles of the capi- 
tal; and the abbé, so far from opposing the principles in 
vogue, was expressing his concurrence in them; and some 
even go so far as to say, that with him the subject originated, 
when a shot was heard from a neighbouring copse, and De 
Rancé was struck in the side by the ball of some rival sports- 
man. On examination it was found flattened against the 
steel buckle of his shooting-bag. So slight was the thing 
that preserved him from a sudden and unprovided death. 
What would have become of him, had he thus unexpectedly 
been called before the judgment-seat of God? In this reflec- 
tion, so natural in the circumstances, we may discover, it is said, 
the germ of his reformation, and the immediate occasion of 
his repentance. But this is too homely a way to account for 
a great man’s conversion ; and accordingly, we find that ro- 
mance has come in to lend her aid, and by filling up the de- 
tails, has contributed to give a beauty and interest to the 
narrative. And though we have called it by the name of 
romance, we know not but we may be bearing false witness, 
or uttering a malicious insinuation against the facts of his- 
tory ; for it has often happened, that history has outstripped 
romance in the wildness of its narrations. It is said that 
after the circumstance just related, he was returning to the 
residence of the Duchess of Monthazon, whom he had not 
seen for some days, having been absent in the country on the 
shooting excursion during which it occurred. It was late in 
the evening, and he was sad and thoughtful. When he came 
to the door he found it closed, and apparently deserted by all 
its inmates. Surprised and alarmed, he went round to a 
postern, through which he had often before got admittance, 
and tied his horse to a post. The servants knowing his at- 
tachment to their mistress, were unwilling to tell him what 
had taken place, and he ascended a small private stair that 
led to the apartments of the lady. On the top was a small 
chamber,—half library, half dressing room,—where she was 
wont to see her most friendly visitors, and where De Rancé 
now wished to give her an agreeable surprise. He tapped softly 
at. the door, and hearing no sound, he opened it slowly and 
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went in. She was there indeed, but—it was in her coffin. 
She had been carried away by the small-pox after a short 
illness, and the horror of the dreadful contagion was such, 
that neither friend nor attendant would keep her company. 
The undertaker was the only one who ventured to touch her 
remains, and perform towards her the last duties of respect. 
Yet, even so hastily and carelessly was his task discharged, 
that on finding the coffin too short, he had recourse to the 
barbarous expedient of cutting off the head, to find room for 
the remainder of the body in the coffin. The head was placed 
in a dish,—clotted blood upon it,—the teeth were firmly set, 
and the lips drawn back, as if she had expired in great agony, 
—her features, once beautiful, were now disfigured by the 
ravages of the horrible disease,—the face was turned towards 
the door of the apartment, and was the first thing that pre- 
sented itself to De Rancé as he entered. There on that 
clotted dish, and on her neglected mutilated bier, lay the life- 
less Mary of Bretagne. Where was her loveliness now? 
where the group of admiring worshippers ? where the votaries 
of fashion? What did it avail her to have been loved and 
esteemed? or the gaities and amusements of life, what now 
did they profit her? De Rancé hurried away to his green 
fields and sunny lawns at Veretz. He wished to bury him- 
self in the shade of his forest trees, and recover his peace of 
mind, in silence and alone. He took long walks in the woods 
and fields about him, to try to get rid of the weight that was 
pressing upon his heart. He wandered about in his gardens 
amid sweet-smelling flowers, and shrubs fragrant with the 
odours of far off lands, hoping that his mind would be di- 
verted thereby from the horrible thought that was pressing 
upon his brain, and goading him well nigh to madness. He 
wandered by running streams on the surrounding hills, and 
watched their crystal waters as they ran in murmuring whis- 
pers along their pebbly bed, and wished to forget the world 
and the world’s cares; but there was a harrowing remem- 
brance that followed him even there. He reclined upon the 
green sward, or sat in some shady arbour of his own princely 
domain, or gazed upon the many forms of sculptured beauty, 
which for years had been collected within its walls, and 
asked himself why he should not be happy and at ease? 
But a spirit was evoked which would not suffer him to be at 
rest, and whithersoever he turned, or to what dissipation 
soever he applied himself,—whether in his hours of forced 
occupation, or sullen loneliness in the silence of his chamber, 
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or the world’s noise, in the midnight darkness, or the glare 
of noon,—that countenance so sad, so horrible, cast its re- 
proachful look upon him, and, calling up many a remembrance 
of other days, seemed to accuse him as the author of its ruin. 
He had recourse to the wizard’s skill and dark pretensions, 
to penetrate the secrets of the tomb; but the summoned 
spirit refused to answer. He spread before him the book of 
the heavens, and attempted to read in its mystic page the 
doom of the departed; but he found there no intelligible 
sound ; all was void and empty, and there was darkness upon 
the face of the abyss. In the rush of confused and distract- 
ing thought that pressed upon his mind, he would at times 
turn back upon the lessons of his early years, and found 
some clue to hope and certainty in the promises of religion. 
It is said, that once he left his bed, after a sleepless night, and 
went out to cool his fevered brow in the fresh morning air. 
After a short walk, he was returning by the avenue which 
approached the front of the house, when he fancied he saw 
the basement story in flames. A ruddy glow lit up the entire 
front of the building, as if a considerable portion were already 
consumed. Alarmed and surprised, he rushed towards the 
house. ‘The blaze, by some strange influence, seemed to sink 
and die away as he approached, and, at a short distance, 
assumed the appearance of a pool of fire, on which a female 
form lay floating, half enveloped in the liquid flame. It 
needed but one glance to tell him who that female was. 
Could this have been the creation of his own disturbed 
imagination, excited to a high degree of tension by the 
thoughts of the preceding days? or could it really have been 
a salutary warning given him, as to many holy men of other 
times, by God, for His own wise purposes? ‘That De Rancé 
himself was firmly convinced of its reality, we have his own 
express and written declaration. Whatever its nature may 
have been, it exercised a salutary influence upon his mind. 
Terrified at the judgments of God, his soul was at length 
humbled before Him, and he resolved to return to Him by a 
sincere repentance, knowing that a contrite and humble heart 
God will never despise. He had often preached that truth 
to others, but he never felt it himself till then; and it became 
in his breast an active element in his existence, which never 
lost its power or its activity during the remaining portion of 
his life. 

** Veretz,” says M. Chateaubriand, “ which was once so agree- 
able a residence, now became insupportable to De Rancé. Its 
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magnificence was revolting to him. The furniture which every- 
where sparkled with silver and gold,—the gorgeous beds, where 
even luxury—to use the words of a standard writer of the times, 
would have found itself too comfortable. The rooms hung with 
pictures of great price, the gardens exquisitely laid out, were too 
much for a man who looked at everything through a shower of fall- 
ing tears. He resolved on reforming everything. For the former 
sumptuousness of his table he substituted the strictest frugality. 
He dismissed the greater part of his servants, gave up hunting, and 
even drawing, an art of which he was passionately fond, was aban- 
doned. Some maps and landscapes from his pencil have reached our 
times. Some friends who, like himself, had to weep over past 
excess, joined him in his mode of living, and in the practices of 
those austerities of which he was subsequently to give so great an 
example. He seemed to be taking lessons, as it were, in the science 
of mortification before he began to teach it seriously to others. A 
man struggling with himself, and seeking a victory over his pas- 
sions, must ever be an object of interest to his fellow men. ‘If Ibe 
not greatly mistaken,’ he would say, ‘in the spirit of the Gospel, this 
house must be the house of a reprobate.’ Having occasion shortly 
after to goto Paris, he took up his abode in the convent of the 
Oratorians. It must have been a task of no ordinary difficulty to 
divest himself of the thoughts he had cherished so long. A famed 
anchoret of the early ages thought to get rid of them by fleeing to 
the sepulchres, but they followed him even there ; and Jerome, for - 
a like intent, had recourse to unintermitting labour, and carried 
heavy loads of sand up and down the beach of the Dead Sea, but, 
alas! he toiled and carried these loads in vain. I, too, have paced 
that beach myself, bearing my heavy load of care. Two emissaries 
of the evil one tried the virtue of De Rancé. They had not, 
indeed, they said, forms as fair and beautiful as she for whom he 
grieved, but they would love him as truly and as well. He looked 
at his crucifix and fled. In doubt as to his future prospects, De 
Rancé consulted with his friends. Some recommended him to go 
to the foreign missions; to repair to the Indies or the frowning 
rocks of the Himalaya, and such a mission would have suited the 
stern and gloomy grandeur of his mind; but the vocation of De 
Rancé did not lead him there.”—p. 71. 


As he had not yet resigned his situations, the course of 
duty required his attendance on the Duke of Orleans, and 
the religious enthusiasm which filled his own breast soon 
communicated itself to his friend and patron. The duke had 
largely shared in the vices and follies of the times, and many 
an erring daughter had to rue the mention of his name. 
But he was now an old man. ‘Time, which silvered his locks 
with grey, brought with it soberer thoughts, and more mature 
reflection; and the example of one who had been, like him- 
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self, a sinner, completed the good work for which he had 
been already in part prepared. A retreat of a few weeks 
at his retired country house at Chambor, afforded him an 
opportunity of entering seriously into himself, and making 
his peace with God; and it was well for him that he did that 
work in time, for death was nearer than he supposed. He 
was seized with his last illness, after he had received the 
sacraments. He was a great man during his life, had a large 
and numerous retinue, and many looked up to him for pa- 
tronage and protection; but when he lay upon his dying bed, 
he was deserted by them all, and there was no one to receive 
his last breath, or perform towards him, in his greatest need, 
the last kind offices of friendship, but his faithful and devoted 
chaplain. A penitent himself, he could best appreciate those 
advantages and consolations of religion which he administered 
to others. 

It would be vain to attempt, within the pages at present at 
our command, to trace minutely the progress of his conver- 
sion, or the motives that finally decided his choice of a state 
of life. He was for a long time undecided as to the course 
he should adopt. At one period he thought of burying him- 
self amid the solitudes of the Pyrenees, and in some dark dell 
which the noon-day sun would seldom penetrate, or in some 
rocky mountain cell, where no one should ever reach’ his 
lonely hermitage but the reckless chamois hunter inured 
from his childhood to the storm, to weep over his sins alone, 
and die to all other interests, save those of God and of eter- 
nity. At another he was counselled to embrace the monastic 
life, and benefit the Church by edifying and instructing his 
brethren. ‘This advice he finally adopted, though he long 
cherished a repugnance to this mode of life, and sometimes 
gave expression to sentiments which were far from compli- 
mentary to the cowl and the cassock. But his mind was no 
sooner decided upon the course to be adopted, than he pur- 
sued it without hesitation. He was not a man to turn back 
when once he had put his hand to the plough. He resigned 
all his benefices save one, and sold out his property. Veretz 
brought him 100,000 crowns. He gave it all to the poor; of 
the monasteries which he held “in commendam” he kept 
only the poorest, the most unhealthy, and the least known of 
all—the abbey of La Trappe in the ancient province of 
Perche. 

This province is divided from Normandy by a range of 
hills which commence at Cherbourg, and, extending in a 
south-easterly direction, disappear near Chalons. This range 
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of hills, for the most part of very moderate elevation, is inter- 
sected here and there by ravines and narrow valleys, and 
clothed in many places with dense masses of the ancient 
forests of the country.* In one of these ravines, lay the 
monastery which has since acquired a more than European 
celebrity. The nearest towns were Seez and Mortagne, be- 
tween which it was situated. The geographical distance was 
small, but for all purposes of human communication, it was 
as far removed from the abodes of man, as if it were a hun- 
dred miles away. Nature had surrounded it with hills and 
woods, as if it was resolved to shut out all intercourse with 
the world that was beyond them; and the hardy traveller 
who succeeded in passing the barrier of rocky hills, was still 
debarred access to the convent walls by a chain of small lakes 
which encircled them like the moat of a castle, and could only 
be passed in safety under the direction of an experienced guide. 
A few fields of corn and some fruit trees were all that the 
most laborious industry could wrest from the stubborn soil. 
Such was the dreary loneliness of the place, that save some 
stray sound from the monastery, nothing was ever heard but 
the rustling of the trees, the wild notes of the water fowl, 
and the rush of the water that fell from the surrounding hills. 
In the heat of the noon-day sun the venerable walls of the 
convent were seen distinctly from every point of the hills 
around, but in the morning and evening the eye would look 
for it in vain amid the thick mist that settled upon the 
valley. A dark grey tower would now and then raise 
its head through the mass of curling vapour, but at other 
times its existence and position could only be determined 
by the sound of the large bell that came booming up the 
mountain side at the stated hours of prayer. It was founded 
by Rotrou, the second of that name, Count of Perche, in the 
year 1122. Once on his way from England he was in danger 
of being lost at sea. He made a vow that if ever he saw his 
native hills again, he would build a chapel to our Lady in 
gratitude for his deliverance. The storm ceased, and he 
returned in safety. The convent of La Trappe was the ful- 
filment of his vow. In token of the event, he had the roof 
constructed to resemble the keel of a vessel turned upside 
down. Louis VII was King of France, and Bernard was 
Abbot of Clairvaux, when this event occurred, and the con- 
vent embraced his rule, and was united to the Cistercian 





* At least it was so two hundred years ago, though we believe there are few 
remains at present. 
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Institute in 1144. One of its early abbots, of the name of 
Herbert, accompanied the Crusaders of 1212, and with 
Renald of Dampierre, and Simon of Montfort, was taken 
prisoner by the Caliph of Aleppo. After a captivity of 
thirty years he returned at length to his own country, and 
founded Claretz, a dependency of La Trappe. The thirteenth 
abbot, in regular succession, died in 1526, and in that year 
Cardinal du Bellay received it “in commendam” from Francis 
the First. Thenceforward, it continued to be so held, until 
the strict observance of the institute was restored by the 
subject of our notice, in 1662. 


“There are in existence,” we quote the words of our author, 
“formal reports in writing of the early condition of this monas- 
tery. That which bears the date of 1685, signed by Dominick 
abbot of Val-Richer, describes the state it was in before the reform 
of De Rancé. Day and night the gates were open ; males and 
females were indiscriminately admitted to the cloisters. The 
entrance hall was so dark and filthy that it was more like a prison 
than a house consecrated to God. Access was had to the several 
floors by a ladder placed against the walls, and the boards and joices 
of the floors were broken and worm-eaten in many places. The 
roof of the cloister had fallen in, and was hanging down, so that the 
least shower of rain deluged the place with water. The very pil- 
lars that supported it were bent, and as for the parlour, it had for 
some time been used as a stable. The refectory was such only in 
name. The monks and their extern visitors played at nine pins 
or shuttlecock in it when the heat or the inclemency of the 
weather prevented them from doing so outside doors. The dor- 
mitory was utterly deserted ; it was tenanted only by the birds 
at night, and the hail and the snow, the rain and the wind passed 
in and out as they pleased. The brothers who should have occupied 
it, took up their quarters as they pleased, or as they could. The 
church itself was not better attended to. The pavement was 
broken, and the stones thrown about. The very walls were crumb- 
ling to decay. The belfry threatened to come down every moment. 
It shook alarmingly at every ringing of the bell....... When he set 
about reforming the monastery, it was but the ruin of a monastic 
establishment. The monks had dwindled down to seven. Even 
these were spoiled by alternations of want and plenty........ When 
De Rancé first began to talk to them of reform, the whole establish- 
ment was in commotion. Nothing was heard but threats of ven- 
geance. One spoke of assassinating him, another advised poison, 
while a third thought the best and safest way of getting rid of him 
would be to throw him into one of the lakes that surrounded the 
monastery. A gentleman of the neighbourhood, apprehensive for 
his safety, proffered his assistance, but it was immediately declined. 
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‘The Apostles,’ said the abbot, ‘ established the faith in defiance of 
earthly power, and that come what may, there was no happiness 
after all like that of suffering for the sake of justice.’ The abbot 
threatened to report their irregularities to the king, and the very 
dread of his authority, and the fear of his vengeance, had penetrated 
these remote localities. ‘The monks consented at length, and 
unwillingly, to the changes proposed. A formal agreement was 
drawn up, which secured a pension of four hundred livres to each 
of the seven surviving members of the old community ; and they 
were allowed the choice of living in the monastery according to the 
rule, or taking up their abode elsewhere. Shortly after, two reli- 
gious of the abbey of Perseigne, at the request of De Rancé, came 
to take temporary possession of the monastery.”—>p. 95. 

The abbey had been, since 1526, held, as we have already 
seen, “in commendam.” The special permission of his 
majesty was therefore required, to enable the abbot to 
assume the regular jurisdiction of the community ; and this 
permission he succeeded in obtaining. But, to render this 
permission binding upon his successors, the joint concurrence 
of the courts of Rome and Paris was necessary. It was 
evident that until this was obtained, only half the work 
was done; and, by the aid of influential friends, in this also 
he was successful. He began his noviciate at the reformed 
house of Perseigne. After spending about five months there, 
a malady, which he vainly endeavoured to conceal from his 
ogee compelled him to leave the house for a time, until 

is health should be restored. His medical attendants even 
went so far as to say, that unless he moderated his austerities, 
his very life would be in danger. But a resolution embraced, 
and a state of life adopted, after an internal conflict like his, 
were not to be so easily shaken. He went for change of air 
to La Trappe, and recovered. On his return to Perseigne, 
his influence was required by his superiors to defend the 
reformed institute in one of the houses of the order. The 
strict observance of rule had been introduced into a convent 
in Champagne. Some of the community were opposed to its 
introduction, and were supported in their opposition by the 
gentlemen of the neighbourhood. A party of these came 
one day to the convent, to expel by force the members who 
had introduced the change. As such an event was expected, 
De Rancé was sent down expressly from the parent house, to 
oppose and bafile the assailants. He met them at the gate. 
They were led on by the Marquis de la Vassé, an old friend 
of De Rancé. The marquis recognized him in a moment, and, 
descending from his horse, clasped him affectionately in his 
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arms. It is scarcely necessary to add that the errand on 
which he came remained unfulfilled. When his noviciate 
was expired, he prepared to consecrate himself by his solemn 
vows to God. The better to arrange his affairs, he went for 
a few days to La Trappe; made his last will and testament, 
bequeathing to his convent his remaining property, making 
special mention of his library. “ And if,” said he, “ from any 
causes which I do not at present foresee, La Trappe should 
cease to observe the reformed rule, I bequeath my books to 
the Hotel Dieu, at Paris, to be sold for the benefit of the sick 
and poor.” He had several letters of the Duchess of Mont- 
bazon, and two portraits. The former he consigned to the 
flames, the latter he returned to her son, the Marquis de 
Soubise. The only memorial of his former attachment which 
he continued to retain was, it is said, the identical head which 
startled him on his return from the chase, which haunted his 
imagination in the halls of Veretz, and whose sad and mourn- 
ful expression had for many a long day and night carried terror 
and dismay to his inmost soul. ‘This skull he is said to 
have kept in his cell at La Trappe, asa memento of his past 
transgressions, and an incentive to increased compunction. So 
at least it was currently reported at the time, though it is but 
fair to add, that this fact has been denied by the later members 
of the community, He was anxious to make his solemn pro- 
fession in company with Bernier, one of the old religious of 
La Trappe, and who was also, it is said, one of those that 
conspired to take away his life, though afterwards brought to 
follow his example. But some obstacle intervening, and 
being desirous to complete his sacrifice, he made his solemn 
profession to Guiton, a depviy of the Abbot of Prieres, on 
the 26th of June, 1664. Two others were professed with 
him, of whom one had been an old servant of his in the days 
of his worldly splendour. A few days after this event he 
went to take formal possession of his convent, having pre- 
viously received the abbatial blessing and investiture from one 
of our own expatriated countrymen, Dr. Patrick Plunket, 
bishop of Ardagh. This prelate had been himself’ a Cistercian 
monk, before his elevation to that dignity, and had probably 
taken shelter among the brethren of his order from the dan- 
gers of his own distracted country. 

The first days of the Abbot of La Trappe were principally 
employed in putting his monastery in repair, and in establish- 
ing judicious regulations for the performance of the choral 
service. He was himself employed among them like the 
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humblest of his brethren. At his suggestion. the obsequious 
and docile community gave up the use of meat, eggs, fish, and 
wine, and adopted a more respectful and deferential deport- 
ment in their intercourse with one another. He had not been 
long engaged in the work of reformation, when he was selected 
by the chapter of reformed Cistercians to advocate their 
claims before the Holy See, which were called in question by 
the parent house of the Cistercian institute. On the eve of 
his journey he was working in the garden of his convent: the 
spade struck against some hard substance, which, on being 
turned up, proved to be a number of gold six-shilling pieces, 
of English coinage. The brethren looked upon them as sent 
by Providence, to defray the expenses of his journey. At 
Chalons-sur-Saone he was joined by the Abbot of Val Richer, 
his fellow-traveller and appointed associate, and reached the 
eternal city on the 16th of November 1664. He had been 
preceded about six weeks by the Abbot of Citeaux—the leader 
and advocate of the opposition he came to combat. He had 
an audience in the beginning of Advent of Alexander VII, 
who then filled the chair of Peter. The claims of the re- 
formed Cistercians were looked on with an unfavourable eye 
at Rome. The question between the parties, perhaps, was not 
perfectly understood at the time; or, perhaps, it was feared that 
some of the old leaven of the Waldenses was at work in their 
longing after evangelical perfection. The examination of the 

ints in dispute was referred to a committee of the cardinals. 

e Rancé, finding their sentiments unfavourable to his cause, 
left the city, but was compelled to return by his superior, the 
Abbot of Prieres. 

** He ascended,” says our author, “once more the hill of the 
Vatican. He traversed in vain that noble staircase which so many 
now forgotten footsteps had traversed before him, and down which 
messengers had so often come, bearing with them the destinies of 
the world, He addressed a memorial to the cardinals. One of them 
spoke rather warmly on the subject. The demands of the poor 
monk, perhaps, put him in a passion. De Rancé meekly answered, 
‘I do not speak from any impulse of passion, my lord ; but I speak 
from a sense of justice.’ ” 

During his stay in Rome, and while awaiting the issue of 
his mission, he was remarkable for the austerity and seclusion 
of his habits. His food was coarse brown bread, his drink 
water. His daily expenditure never exceeded six small pieces 

of the Roman copper coin. Having much time upon his 
hands unoccupied, he spent it in visiting—not the monuments 
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of Roman grandeur or the triumphs of human art—but some 
of the least frequented churches, in which he was wont to 
spend many hours in prayer. It was also remarked that he 
paid long and frequent visits to the catacombs: The darkness 
of these caverned recesses ; the sepulchral purposes to which 
they had been applied; the multitudes that had passed and 
repassed these gloomy pathways for more than two thousand 
years ; the mouldering emblems and remnants of mortality, 
pagan and Christian, of martyred saint and unrepenting sin- 
ner, that lay strewed around him, were in harmony with the 
stern complexion of his feelings, and uttered with their own 
terrible impressiveness that warning lesson, which in after 
years he taught so well—‘* Vanity of vanities, and all is 
vanity.” He wished to spend the Christmas holidays in some 
convent of his order, but an old religious, with whom he 
formed an acquaintance, happening casually to mention that 
they had no pious reading at meals, and that after supper the 
brethren amused themselves with a game of cards, he became 
shocked at the irregularity, and celebrated that festival in the 
quiet and privacy of his own lodging. 

On his return to La Trappe, after an absence of nearly two 
years, he began to establish on a firm basis those observances 
which have rendered his name and that of his house so well 
known to the world.* Dissensions had unfortunately sprung 
up between the prior and the assistant during his absence. 
The prior was of opinion that the walls of the convent cells 
looked altogether too bare, and that the brethren stood a fair 
chance of going to heaven without working altogether so 
hard. Meat and fish, which De Rancé removed, began again 
to find their way upon the table of the refectory. He had 
already, by letter, expressed his displeasure at these changes ; 
and on his return, he took care to remove the prior from his 
office, and restore the original regulations. In addition, he now 
began to introduce the observance of that stricter discipline, 
which distinguishes the Trappist institute from the other 
houses of the Cistercian order. The details of this discipline, 
—its short sleep, its rigorous abstinence, its unbroken silence, 
are well known, and we will not here wait to describe them. 
They have become more or less familiar to our Irish and 
English readers since the introduction of the order into these 
countries. From the commencement of his labours in this 





* We doubt whether there be any convent so generally known by name as 
that of La Trappe, except, perhaps, that of the Great St. Bernard, on the Alps. 
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department, to his death, there are inscribed in the registers 
of the convent no less than ninety-seven professed religious and 
forty-nine lay brothers. They presented themselves for admis- 
sion slowly in the commencement; but when the virtues and 
example of the members and the abbot became better known, 
the postulants that presented themselves were more than they 
could well accommodate. The penitent who felt his heart 
pressed down by the consciousness of guilt, and the Christian 
who aspired to more than ordinary perfection, sought refuge 
within its walls; and many a contrite and humble soul, on 
which the recollections of early days pressed dark and heavily, 
came to tread in the footsteps of the abbot, and prepare for 
its dread accounting. Something, too, we should perhaps set 
down to the impulse of that enthusiasm which novelty ever 
excites, and which is one of the auxiliaries which religion 
borrows from the earth, and, by employing, consecrates and 
hallows for its own high purposes. Various as are the ways 
of God with man, and manifold as are the means by which 
souls are conducted to sanctity, are the names of those who 
first presented themselves, and whose characters are described 
in its early archives. Ragobert, once a monk of Clairvaux, 
who sought in vain within the degenerate cloisters of Bernard 
the perfection which he found only at La Trappe. Le Nain, 
elder brother of the illustrious Tillemont. He was subse- 
quently prior of the monastery, and employed his pen in 
sketching the biography of his friend and abbot. Brother 
Placide, who, on his dying bed, and awaiting the coming on of 
his agony, was so full of heavenly joy and hope, that when 
his abbot asked him whither he was going, “ To the mansions 
of the blessed, of course,” he replied. Brother Bernard had 
just received the viaticum, when a severe fit of coughing 
came on; expectoration would have relieved him, but out of 
respect to the body of his Lord that reposed within his bosom, 
he did violence to the requirements of his physical nature, 
and died a martyr to his reverence for the eucharist. Claude 
Cordon, a learned doctor of Sorbonne, who, after a career 
of much distinction in the theological world, took the 
habit of religion and the name of Arsenius, and died in the 
odour of sanctity. A few days after his death, one of the 
brothers said he saw him surrounded with a brilliant light, 
and heard him say in rapturous extacy, “Oh if you knew 
what it was to be in the society of the saints!” Peter Fore 
had been a lieutenant of grenadiers. He bore about him the 
marks of several engagements, in: which he had proved him- 
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self the bravest of the brave: but he was also wicked and 
depraved. The blood of many a murdered man, and the curse 
of many a dishonoured maid, were upon his head. So reckless 
and abandoned had he at length become, that twelve warrants 
were at one time out against him. But in the darkest depths 
of guilt there is an element of correction. He heard of the 
wonders of La Trappe, and determined to seek for admission. 
Starting from his place of refuge, he travelled in a few days 
over two hundred leagues, through bye-paths and under 
heavy rains; and on a cold day in winter presented himself 
at the gate of the convent. His eye was wild and blood-shot ; 
his features haggard; his look indicative of despair. The 
hardships he had undergone imparted a savage fierceness to 
his whole demeanour. He asked admission, and obtained it. 
The repenting sinner, be he who or what he may, was sure 
to be received ; and Fore was not unworthy of the kindness 
during the few weeks he survived,—for, alas! his course of 
penance was short. His iron frame was broken by the hard- 
ships he endured. Ulcers began to form in his chest. Reduced 
to extremity, he asked to be laid upon a bed of ashes, and 
died in the warmest sentiments of compunction. The won- 
ders of asceticism and rigorous self-denial which are recorded of 
the early members of La Trappe, would have been worthy of 
the solitaries of the Thebaid; and had Pachomins been admitted 
to contemplate that community, he would have been proud 
to acknowledge them as brothers. The monks, though living 
in the same house, were strangers to one another. Hach one 
followed to the choir, the garden, or the refectory, the feet 
that were moving before him, but he never raised his eyes to 
discover to whom the feet belonged. 

There were some who passed the entire year of their no- 
viciate without lifting up their eyes, and who, after that long 
period, could not tell how the ceiling of their cells was con- 
structed, or whether they had any ceilings at all. There is 
mention made of one, whose only anxiety was for an only 
brother, whom he had left leading a scandalous and disorderly 
life in the world. Since he entered the convent, he never 
passed a day without shedding a tear over his miserable con- 
dition, and begging for him from God the grace of repentance 
and amendment. On his dying bed he asked one request of 
the abbot—it was, for a continuance of his prayers for the 
same purpose. De Rancé retired for a moment, and returned 
with one of the most useful and valued members of the bro- 
therhood. When the cowl which concealed his features was 
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removed, the dying monk recognized the brother for whom 
he had so often wept and prayed. An aged monk was once 
selected to attend a youth of great promise, who had entered 
the monastery and was dying of a slow decline. Day and 
night he watched by his bed, with the most anxious care, and 
the most untiring solicitude—but in vain. The young man 
pined away like a crushed and broken flower, and his remains 
were borne to their resting place, in the burial ground of 
the brethren. One day the aged monk was observed standing 
over the grave of the departed. Tears flowed down his 
wrinkled il and his breast heaved with the intensity of 
his emotion; for a moment, nature triumphed over duty. 
The inscription upon the grave told him that it was the grave 
of his only son. He had not seen him since he left him a 
boy, to the care of his guardians, in the world. Such was 
their ignorance of the world’s ways and usages, that when the 
Duchess of Guise was permitted to see the chapel, one of the 
brethren accused himself in chapter of having looked at the 
bishop that had visited the convent. Even the death of 
Louis XIV, occurred some months before it was known to 
any but the abbot. The following incident we should rather 
expect to meet in the history of the Caliph Haroun Al Ras- 
chid: A traveller, making his way through the mountains, 
missed his way ; he wandered about some time after sunset, 
in danger of being dashed to pieces among the rocks, or of 
sinking in the morasses that surrounded him. About eight 
o'clock he heard the tolling of a large bell, and, with some 
difficulty, made his way to the spot from which the sound 
proceeded. It was a large monastery. He sought shelter for 
the night, and was admitted. One kind attendant took care 
of his jaded steed, another divested him of his wet and travel- 
stained habiliments, another conducted him to the apartment 
where he got refreshment, and where a plain but neat bed 
received his weary limbs. But, from his entrance to his de- 
parture in the morning, strange to say, no sound of human 
voice broke upon his ear. His noiseless attendants came and 
went, like so many beings of another world, ready to antici- 
pate his slightest wish; but, as it was the hour of silence, 
even for those who waited upon the strangers, not a word was 
spoken when he went, or when he came. 

To some who may cast their eyes over these pages, a life 
like that which we have described, will seem nothing but the 
veriest fanaticism. We have often before now heard the 
names of Paul, and Anthony, and Francis, and De Rancé, 
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classed in the same category with the Fakirs of Hindostan. 
There is in modern civilization, and occupying an important 
place, a desire of ease and comfort, an anxiety to provide for 
man’s mere physical nature, which, however useful and 
praiseworthy, is not all that man requires. Who can tell the 
various shades of character,of disposition, of usefulness, of 
which society is composed, from those who are clothed in soft 
garments in the houses of kings, to those whose dwelling- 
lace is in the desert, and whose food is the locust and wild 
oney? Shall we say that the Baptist in the wilderness, 
where from childhood he had been sanctified by God’s spirit 
in lonely meditation and rigorous abstinence, was not as great 
and useful as the merchant, the soldier, the courtier, or the 
monarch; or that, in the divine economy, he had not his own 
high function to fulfil? We should rather think it was this 
previous preparation, hallowed as it was by heavenly in- 
fluence, that elicited from the Saviour the magnificent eulogy, 
« Amen, I say to you, there hath not arisen, among those born 
of woman, a greater than John the Baptist!” No doubt, the 
example thus afforded, was never intended for universal 
adoption. ‘Those who are specially called to such a life, are, 
and have been, comparatively few ; but in every age of the 
Christian dispensation, as before it in the old, there have been 
found persons like Elias, and the Baptist, and Paul, and 
Anthony, whose home was to be the desert, and who were to 
serve God in solitude and in prayer. Some called awa 
from the busy abodes of men in the very innocence of child- 
hood, ere yet the world and its corrupting influence had 
tarnished the purity of their souls; others who were sum- 
moned to weep in solitude, and eat the bitter bread of com- 
punction, over the wanderings of a sinful life; others whose 
mind and disposition were little adapted to the ways of men, 
and who determined to flee for ever from seductions which 
they were afraid openly to encounter ; others whom God’s 
spirit set apart to pray, with a strong cry and tears, for the 
welfare of their people, and, like Moses, to extend their 
hands to heaven upon the mountains, while the people 
were battling upon the plain. Who will say that, even in 
these evil days, the fate of empires, and the destiny of 
peoples, are not more influenced by some poor and unknown 
solitary, whose voice ascends to heaven in secret, than by the 
movements of armed men, or the intrigues of diplomatic 
agency, to which they are generally ascribed? The Trappist, 
and similar institutes, are not to be viewed independently 
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in themselves. ‘They are but parts of the Christian system, 
which must be considered in their bearing upon the whole. 
It was no small service for the Trappist institution, to have 
given the corrupt times in which it originated an example of 
penance and mortification. We know of no lesson more needed 
by the voluptuousness of those among whom De Rancé lived. 
The almost pagan tendency and epicurean morality, or im- 
morality, of the day, required to be checked and censured by 
the exampleof Christian mortification. The sameservice which 
the monks of the Thebaid rendered to the tottering empire 
of the Cesars, was conferred by the Trappists upon the liber- 
tinism of their own. De Rancé was to the Longuevilles and 
the Montmorencys, what Anthony and Arsenius were to the 
degenerate children of Constantine. The marvellous and 
ever abiding spirit which presides over the children of God, 
will always provide a fitting and adequate remedy for the 
disorders of the time; and the salt of the earth will never be 
wanting, when the corruption of human nature requires it to 
be applied.* 

Among the names of those who from time to time visited 
the monastery, to be edified by its inmates, and witness the 
wonders that had been achieved among them, our attention 
is at once arrested by the name of Bossuet. 


“‘ He was the college companion of the abbot, and he went to see 
his old friend. He rose in La Trappe like the noonday sun over 
some forest wilderness. Eight times did the eagle of Meaux ascend 
to this eyrie among the mountains, and the various flights are in 
some measure connected with things which have now become a part 
of history. In 1682 Louis XIV removed to Versailles. In 1685 
Bossuet wrote at La Trappe his introduction to the catechism of 
Meaux. In 1686 he put the finishing hand to his funeral orations, 
by that chef-d’ceuvre which he pronounced before the bier of 
Condé. In 1696, Sobieski, the old soldier of Louis, departed this 
life for a better. He had entered Vienna by a breach made by the 
Turkish cannon. The Poles saved Europe, and Europe permits 
Poland to be blotted cut from among the nations. History has 
sometimes as little gratitude asmen. Bossuet nowhere felt himself 
more at home than at La Trappe. Brilliant minds have sometimes 





* The words of D'Alembert, with reference to this subject, may not be un- 
deserving of notice. “Le Sejour de La —— parait destiné 4 faire sentir 
aux cceurs méme les plus titdes, jusqu’a quel point une foi vive et ardente 
peut nous rendre chéres les privations les plus rigoureuses ; Sejour méme qui 
peut offrir au simple philosophe une matiére interessante de reflexions pro. 
fondes sur le néant de l’ambition et de la gloire, les consolations de la retraite, 
et le bonheur de l’obscurité.” 
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a passion for out of-the-way-places. When the high road of Perche 
had become tolerably well known to him, Bossuet, writing to a nun 
who was ill, said, ‘ When I am coming back from La Trappe, I will 
pay you a pretty long visit.’ The only interest of these words is, 
that they were written upon his journey, thrown into a post oflice 
as he passed, and bear the signature of ‘ Bossuet.’ He took parti- 
cular pleasure in hearing the brethren sing the divine office. The 
solemn chanting of the psalms, which was the only sound that 
could be heard ; the long pauses, the soft and searching tones of 
the ‘Salve Regina,’ inspired him with a devotional feeling that was 
very acceptable to him.* He fancied, perhaps, at La Trappe that 
he heard the world and its cares hurrying by on the wings of each 
passing wind. It was as if he stood in one of those distant fortresses 
which our country has established upon the very confines of civili- 
zation, where morning and evening the hills around echo sounds 
which they never heard before, for the strangers are singing some 
sweet melody to remind them of their native land. One by one the 
strangers die away, and the notes of that sweet song are echoed 
back no more. Bossuet took care to attend the service of the night 
as well as the day. Before vespers he took a walk in company 
with De Rancé. I had pointed out to me, near the Bernard grotto, 
a path overrun with brambles, and which formerly was a causeway 
between two lakes. Those same feet which carried me during my 
day-dreams of René, walked over this causeway, which formerly 
supported two great men while talking over heavenly things. On 
the green banks by my side, I almost fancied I saw projected the 
shadows of the greatest orator of France, and the first anchoret of 
his time.”—p. 173. 

The society of Bossuet was of much greater advantage to 
the reformer of La Trappe than perhaps he was himself 
aware. In early life De Rancé contracted intimacies with 
many of those distinguished men who, unfortunately for them- 
selves, became involved in the Jansenistical controversy. 
The brother of Tillemont was among his earliest associates ; 
and Pavillon, bishop of Alets, one of those whom he consulted 
in his choice of astate of life, was deprived of his see, for his 
avowed and obstinate advocacy of the proscribed opinions. It 
would be, therefore, natural to suppose, that his mind would be 
more or less imbued with sentiments, more congenial, perhaps, 
to his austere disposition, than the milder and orthodox doc- 





* There was, down to the latest times of La Trappe, a peculiar reverence in 
the manner in which they recited the Anthem of the Virgin. The following is 
from the Pelerinage des deux Provengaux: “ Rien n’égale le respect avec 
lequel ils recitent l'antienne de la Vierge. Le ‘ Salve Regina’ dura plus d’une demi 
heure. Ils restérent plus d’une minute sur chacune de ces exclamations, 
*O Clemens,’ ‘ O pia,’ en faisant a chaque fois une génuflexion profonde,” 
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trines. But the truth of this supposition has been placed 
beyond doubt by a letter of his addressed to M. de Brancas, 
sometime in the year 1676.* It is not, therefore, surprising 
that Louis should have looked upon him with suspicion. In 
fact, it was at one period contemplated to involve his monas- 
tery in the fate of Port Royal des Champs; and the calamity 
was only averted by the influence of powerful friends,— 
among the rest of Bossuet. His enlightened mind must have 
seen the tendency of De Rancé’s convictions; and we can 
have little doubt, that the little causeway between the lakes, 
was the scene of many an animated conversation on the sub- 
jects that were then agitating the theological world. It was 
no common intellect that could resist the reasoning, or baffle 
the intellectual power, that have never perhaps been equalled. 
The result of these conversations may be inferred from the 
after silence and submission of De Rancé. 

Among those who visited the monastery, and learned a 
lesson from the example of its inmates, was the well-mean- 
ing but unfortunate monarch, our own James II. Once 
the sovereign of three kingdoms, but then an outcast and an 
exile, he came to learn resignation in the sanctuary of reli- 
gion. About the period that he visited La Trappe, the 
cannon of Limerick was carrying destruction among the 
ranks of William, and the banks of the Shannon resounded 
with the tumult of armed men. Had James taken his stand 
among them, and died upon the field that was red with the 
blood of his devoted followers, the world would regard with 
more sympathy his fallen fortunes, and his star would have 

one down in glory. But if his destiny is mournful, and 
his after career without honour in the world’s estimation, 
and no halo surrounds his latter days, it is yet not without 





* “Je croirais faire un mal si je soupgonnais leur foi (des Jansenistes); ils 
sont dans la communion et dans le sein de l’Eglise. Elle les regarde comme 
ses enfants; et par cons¢quent je ne puis et ne dois les regarder autrement que 
comme mes fréres....... Pour vous parler franchement, monsieur, je ne suis rien 
moins que moliniste, quoique je soils parfaitement soumis a toutes les puissances 
ecclésiastiques. Je ne pense point comme eux, pour ce qui regarde la grace de 
Jésus Christ, le prédestination des saints, et le morale de son Evangile, et je 
suis persuadé que les Jansénistes n'ont point de mauvaise doctrine....... Il me 
reste, monsieur, une autre affaire, qui est d'empécher, qu’on ne croie que je 
favorise le parti des molinistes, car je vous avoue, que la morale de la plupart 
de ceux qui en sont, est si corrompue, les maximes si opposées a la sainteté de 
l'Evangile et a toutes les regles et instructions que Jésus Christ nous a données, 
ou par sa parole, ou par le ministére de ses saints, qu'il n’y a guére de choses 
que je puisse moins souffrir, que de voir qu’on se servit de mon nom pour auto- 
riser des sentimens que je condamne de toute la plenitude de mon cceur.”— 
Chateaubriand, page 181, et seq. 
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interest for the Christian observer. He bore his reverses 
with dignity, and hallowed his sufferings by patience and en- 
during fortitude. God chastens those whom He loves; and 
better may have been the crown of thorns which was given 
him to wear, than any that earthly monarch ever wore. It 
was on an autumn evening in the eventful year 1690, that 
James rode up to the gate of the convent, attended by a few 
friends, Lord Dumbarton among the number. He was kindly 
received by the abbot, and after partaking of his hospitality, 
attended evening service in the chapel. After communica- 
ting on the following morning, and inspecting the respective 
occupations of the religious, he visited a recluse that lived 
some distance up the mountains. Fis solitude was never 
interrupted, save by an occasional visit from his abbot, and 
he spent the greater part of his time in prayer. In the re- 
cluse, James immediately recognized an officer who had for- 
merly distinguished himself in his army. He asked him at 
what hour in the winter mornings he attended service in the 
chapel of the convent, and was answered, at half-past three. 
“ Surely,” said Lord Dumbarton, “ that is impossible. The 
way is dark and dreary, and at that hour is highly dangerous.” 
“ Ah!” said the old soldier, “ I have served my king in frost 
and snow, by night and day, for many a year; and I should 
blush indeed, if I were not to do as much for the Master 
who has called me to his service now, and whose uniform I 
wear.” The afflicted monarch turned away his head. His 
attendants remarked that his eyes were filled with tears. On 
his departure the following day, he knelt down to receive the 
abbot’s blessing, and on rising he leant for support on the 
arm of a monk that was near him. On looking to express 
his thanks, he saw in him another of his followers,—the Hon. 
Robert Graham. He too had been an officer in his army, 
and lost besides a splendid fortune in his service. His ma- 
jesty spoke a few words of kind recollection. Even the soli- 
tudes of La Trappe were filled with the ruins of his great- 
ness. These visits he repeated each year as long as he was 
able ; and to his dying day cherished a most grateful remem- 
brance of the benefit which he derived from the edifying 
lives of the abbot and the community. 

Disgusted with the world, De Rancé would have been 
content to live and die unknown in his dear solitudes. The 
great work of religious reform, in which he had succeeded so 
well, would have rescued his name from oblivion, without 
other aid; but he was also to obtain what he least expected, 
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and what he least desired,—a literary reputation. In the 
spiritual guidance of his brethren, he had frequent occasion 
to study the duties and obligations of the monastic institute, 
and to make himself well acquainted with the principles and 
examples of religious perfection, handed down by those who 
have gone before us. In the alembic of his strong and ori- 
ginal mind they assumed a new, if not more impressive form, 
than they had before. ‘The discourses which he delivered to 
his monks on these subjects were taken down in writing, and 
began to find their way into circulation. One of the copies 
fell into the hands of Bossuet, who no sooner read it, than he 
wrote to the author, and insisted in the strongest terms on its 
immediate publication. The answer of De Rancé was to 
throw the manuscripts into the fire. But it would not do: 
other copies were in existence. His friends renewed their 
entreaties, Bossuet promised to superintend the publication, 
and correct the press. He did more. He gave a written 
approbation, which was prefixed to the first edition, dated 
from Meaux, on the 10th of May 1685; in which year the 
work appeared.* It was read with much eagerness. ‘The 
world was anxious to know, what the great reformer of his 
time had to say about the state of life he adopted, and for 
two years its positions remained undisputed. The first 
murmur of dissatisfaction was heard from the Low Coun- 
tries, where the opinions that were oppressed or persecuted 
at home, found a free and unchecked expression. It pur- 
ported to be a true and accurate account of the conversion 
of the abbot De Rancé. It was written in the form of dia- 
logue, and was marked by a spirit of personal acrimony and 
vituperation. The treatise on the duties of the monastic 
state found another opponent in the Pere Mege, who, in 
in his commentary on the rule of St. Bennet, took occasion 
to mention it in terms of censure. It reached its third edition 
before it provoked any antagonist worthy of the notice of the 
author. It was Mabillon that spoke from the cloister of St. 
Maur. The old chronicles of the early kings, the records of 
early European history, and the ponderous folios of the fathers, 
were piled around him on the right hand and on the left ; and 
on the table before him lay the annals of his order, which he 
was employed in publishing. His threadbare cassock was 
covered thick with the dust of many a mouldering and worm- 





* This work has been long and favourably known to the English public 
under the title of “A Treatise on the Duties of a Monastic Life,” by the Abbot 
De Rancé. 
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eaten document, brought from the libraries of Italy and 
France; and his grey hair and wrinkled brow told of study, 
and thought, and labour, beyond what are given to other men. 
Yet he, the most learned man of the most learned order that 
the Church has produced, was told by the abbot of La Trappe, 
that the pursuit of human learning was unworthy of the mo- 
nastic state and opposed to the essential duties of the profes- 
sion. It was only such a charge that could arouse the great 
Benedictine, or provoke him into the arena of controversy. 
But when he does buckle on his armour for the fight, he does 
it with a dignity worthy his name and cause. His reply, un- 
der the title of “ Traité des Etudes Monastiques,” is very ap- 
propriately addressed to the young religious of his community. 
He lays it down as an incontrovertible position, that though 
monasteries should never be made mere schools of human 
learning, nor of that knowledge which merely puffeth up, yet 
that the cultivation of human learning may be rendered emi- 
nently conducive to the interests of religion; that if influenced 
by charity, it may be very useful in promoting humility and 
knowledge of ourselves; but that in all his studies, and in all 
his eagerness for knowledge, the true religious should ever 
seek to perfect himself in the love of God, and to know, with 
the apostle, but Jesus Christ and him crucified. To maintain 
this position—about which, at the present day, we should 
think there will be no second opinion—he employs all the re- 
sources of his rich and well-stored mind. His favourite pur- 
suit, nay the object of his whole life, was censured ; perhaps 
his character as a religious in question. He appeals with pride 
to the great men whom the religious institute has given to 
the world in every age; to the magnificent collections of books 
which were amassed within the walls of convents, to prove 
that literature was loved and cultivated by the inmates. He 
alludes to the doctors of Syria, Egypt, and Palestine, whose 
knowledge was thus acquired; to the schools established 
wherever a religious foundation was made; to the master- 
pieces of human genius preserved by religious men; to the 
numerous popes and councils that praised these labours and 
required them to be continued. Nor is France unnoticed in 
his pages, for he appeals with confidence to the names of An- 
selm and Lanfranc, and mentions with honour the abbeys of 
Bec and the Grande Chartreuse. Modesty prevented him from 
alluding to his own times; but posterity will say, that in the 
brilliant galaxy that sheds lustre upon the monastic institute, 
there are no more illustrious names than Mabillon and St. 
Maur. De Rancé replied to this treatise, and Mabillon an- 
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swered by his “ Reflexions.” There have been few contro- 
versies conducted with more zeal and erudition, with more 
consideration for each other’s character, and, what is more 
creditable, with less loss of temper. The Benedictine in par- 
ticular, seems to write for the world and posterity, rather than 
for the abbot of La Trappe. What can be more dignified, 
more Christian, more worthy of his great name, than the fol- 
lowing words, with which he closes for ever the discussion. 

“T have endeavoured to observe all the rules of moderation, but 
I cannot flatter myself that nothing opposed thereto has escaped me, 
or that I have not strayed from my original intentions, however 
pure and upright. Would that you could see my heart, dear rev. 
father (he is addressing De Rance), for permit me so to address you, 
that I may prove the sentiments which I entertain for you and 
yours. I am far from blaming your mode of acting towards your 
religious with regard to study ; but if you think they are able to 
dispense with it, at least do not deprive others of a support of which 
their weakness stands in need.......1 wish that, however divided our 
hearts may be on the subject of knowledge, they may be united in 
charity. Forgive me, rev. father, for I must conclude with the 
words of a holy doctor. Forgive me if I have spoken with too 
great a freedom, and rest assured that I never intended by anything 
I said to hurt in the slightest degree your feelings. Non ad con- 
tumeliam twam sed ad defensionem meam. However, if even in 
this respect I am mistaken, I pray you to forgive me.” 

Bossuet, with his customary acuteness and precision, solved 
the difficulty in a few words, by distinguishing the hermit 
from the cenobite. The words of De Rancé applied to the one, 
those of Mabillon to the other. To prove to the world, as 
well as his opponent, that the feelings of Christian charity 
did not vanish in the heat of controversy, the Benedictine 
visited La Trappe in 1693, and spent several days in the 
society of his friend.* 

In his later years, finding himself unequal to the duties of so 
large a community, De Rancé wished to resign his office in favour 
of some of the more active religious, thinking that the power 
of the abbot required to be exercised by a younger and more 





* Besides the works mentioned above, we have from the pen of De Rance— 
1. Lettres Spirituelles, 2 vols. 12mo. 2. Instructions Chrétiennes, 2 vols. 3. 
Réglemens > lAbbaye de La Trappe, &c. 1 vol. 4. Institutions de La 
Trappe. 5. Reflexions sur les quatre Evangélistes. 6. Vies de plusieurs 
Solitaires de la Trappe. All marked by the same severe spirit of asceticism 
which distinguishes his “ Devoirs Monastiques.” 

[From a correspondent of the Atheneum (Nov. 16) we learn that fifty MS. 
letters of De Rancé have been discovered in the library of Clermont, by M. 
= the librarian, and may be expected to be published in a short time.— 

D. 
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energetic hand. Perhaps he thought that his institute would 
be more durable if the transfer of authority were made during 
his own lifetime, and confided to a successor animated with 
sentiments kindred to his own. Such an arrangement would 
also have the effect of preventing the abbey being given 
away “in commendam,” as it had been before, and as it was 
likely to be again, if the rule and mode of life established by 
him was not made perpetual. Accordingly, in the month of 
October 1695, he sent in his resignation to the king. It was 
presented by the archbishop of Paris. His majesty mani- 
fested his respect for De Rancé by leaving to him the appoint- 
ment of his successor. He named Peter Foisil—in religion, 
brother Zozimus,—the prior of the monastery, and an intimate 
friend of his own. The new abbot died within a twelvemonth 
after his election, and was succeeded by Francis Armand 
Gervaise, who had been a Carmelite friar before he entered 
La Trappe, and who was also appointed at the instance of 
De Rancé. But in this case the penetration of De Rancé 
was bafiled. Gervaise, after his election, began to exhibit 
qualities which never were discovered in his character till 
then. He wished to become a great man; took every oppor- 
tunity of vilifying his old abbot, and of weaning from him 
the affections of the religious. In his pride and affectation, 
he unfortunately fell into some grievous fault which gave 
great scandal to the community, and in a sudden fit of shame 
and compunction, gave in his written resignation. De Rancé, 
glad of such an opportunity of remedying the false step he 
had made in the selection, would not allow him to retract, 
which in his cooler moments he wished to do; and notwith- 
standing the calumnies which he circulated, and the intrigues 
he excited at court, succeeded in getting Jacques De la Cour 
appointed abbot of the monastery. With this appointment, 
neither De Rancé nor the religious had ever any reason to be 
dissatisfied. 

The reformer of La Trappe was now an old man. The 
rheumatism, that had hitherto disabled only his left hand, 
now seized upon the right, which, notwithstanding the kind 
attendance of the surgeon of the duchess of Guise, whom she 
commissioned to take charge of him, he found himself, in a 
short time, unable to use. His stomach had an extreme re- 
pugnance to every kind of food, and in addition to a distress- 
ing cough, and a want of rest at night, his teeth gave him 
much trouble, and he got a swelling in his legs. The last 
six years of his life he spent in the infirmary, reclining in an 
easy chair, almost without changing his position, When the 
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lay-brother in attendance came to give him a drink, he used 
to say, with a smile, “ Here is my persecutor again.” The 
religious, one and all, would have deemed it an honour to be 
— to do him the slightest service, but he was often 
csnown to bear thirst for hours together, without mentioning 
it, so unwilling was he to give them trouble. Even the acute 
internal pain which he endured would never have been dis- 
covered, but for the convulsive twitching of his features, and 
the sudden paleness which at times overspread his counte- 
nance. On the wall over against his chair, were written the 
words of the royal penitent: “The sins and ignorances of 
my youth remember not, O Lord.” In his advanced age and 
increasing infirmities, his brethren besought him to moderate 
somewhat of his rigorous austerities; they even obtained 
from the Holy See permission for the purpose, but his love of 
penance was stronger than his love of life, and he continued 
them to the last. When the days of the exhausted and worn- 
out invalid were drawing to a close, and apprehensions were 
entertained of his death being near at hand, the brethren 
of the monastery began to gather around the door of the in- 
firmary, anxious to have one look at their respected father, 
and to hear one word from his venerated lips, before he was 
taken away from among them. De Rancé, from his bed, 
heard their whispered inquiries, and was informed of their 
solicitude. He dictated his last farewell, which he wished to 
have read for them by the abbot: 

“God alone,” said he, “ knows how desirous I am to see you 
once more. Though I long for that happiness more than ever I 
did through life, yet I grieve to say, that in the present state of my 
health, it is one which I must forego. Pray for me, my brethren ; 
and ask of God, that if I be still good for anything, I may be con- 
tinued to you alittle longer, if not, that He take me from the world.” 

The bishop of Seez, his friend and confessor, was sent for. 
De Rancé seemed much pleased when he saw him: took the 
prelate’s hand, and raised it to his forehead, as if he meant to 
form with it the sign of the cross upon himself, repeated the 

eneral confession, and requested his kind influence at court 
in favour of the discipline he had established in the monastery. 
This was the only solicitude that troubled his dying hour. 
Seeing one of the monks in tears, he stretched out his hand, 
and said, “Iam not going away from you for good. I am 
only going before you a little while.” He attempted to write 
a parting letter to James II, who since his visits to La Trappe 
had kept up a friendly interchange of letters and kind offices, 
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but not being able to finish it, he prayed the abbot to make 
the necessary apology to his majesty.. The night of the 25th 
of October was a long and restless one for the sinking patient. 
He spent it in a straw chair, with sandals that belonged to a 
deceased religious placed on the ground before him, as if to 
remind him of the journey he had to go. He rallied a little 
on the following day, but at eight o’clock in the evening it 
was evident to all around him that his agony was coming on. 
He required to be placed on his knees to receive once more 
the bishop’s blessing, and then laid on the bed of ashes on 
which, according to his institute, the Trappist must always 
die. A king might envy the unearthly joy that sparkled in 
his eyes as he helped to arrange his emaciated limbs upon his 
bed of pain. The bishop, who stood by his side, asked him 
whether he knew him. “ Perfectly; I never will forget 
you,” was the reply. He then inquired of the attendants 
whether they gave anything to sustain the strength that was 
each moment becoming less. De Rancé heard the question, 
and faintly whispered that nothing remained undone. Some 
verses of psalms were repeated alternately by him and his 
attendants. ‘ Lord, thou art my protector and my deliverer,” 
repeated the bishop. ‘“O Lord, do not delay,” faintly mut- 
tered De Rancé. They were the last words he spoke. He 
looked for a moment stedfastly at his friend, then raised his 
eyes to heaven and died. This was on the 26th of October 
in the year 1700. He was seventy-four years of age, and 
had spent thirty-seven—just half his life—in the penitential 
exercises of the cloister. He was buried in the common 
cemetery of his convent. In death, as in life, he wished to be 
in the midst of his brethren. 

Thus far only the noble author, whose work is before us, 
continues his history, and here, too, we had intended to con- 
clude this notice, but we feel that a few observations may 
not be out of place concerning the after condition of his 
institute. We are sure that those who have gone with us 
through the preceding remarks cannot but feel an interest in 
the fate of the great work for which De Rancé prayed, and 
watched, and laboured,—the reformed monastery of La 
Trappe. At his death, in 1700, it was under the direction of 
the Abbot Jacques de la Cour, and the monks shut out ina 
great measure from the world, and secluded by their rule, as 
well as by their local situation, from any intercourse with man- 
kind, continued for near a century in the strict observance of 
the reform which had been delivered to them; and would 
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have continued until the present time, if the even tenor of 
their lives had been disturbed by any visitation less terrible 
than the first French revolution. Peter Olivier was the 
seventh abbot in succession from De Rancé, when, some time 
in the middle of the year 1791, two commissioners from the 
administrative assembly of the department of Orne presented 
themselves at the convent, to inquire why or on what grounds 
they claimed exemption from the law of the National As- 
sembly, which suppressed the religious orders in France. 
There were then in the convent fifty-three choir religious, 
thirty-seven lay-brothers, and five novices. They were all 
called in, one by one, and minutely examined. The inqui- 
sitors reported favourably. ‘“ With the exception of five or 
six,” they said, “and these were persons naturally of weak 
minds, the choir religious are in general of very strong and 
decided character, which has not been at all impaired by their 
fastings and austerities. Their thoughts are utterly absorbed 
by religion. The piety of some,—and it is easy to perceive 
it by their words,—has even reached the very highest degree 
of enthusiasm. ‘The others, who are the majority, are under 
the influence of a more subdued spirit. ‘They seem to have 
the sincerest affection for their state of life; and to find in it 
a kind of happiness and tranquillity, which should be highly 
fascinating.” Of the fifty-three choir religious, forty-two 
expressed their most anxious desire to live and die in the 
strict and unmitigated observance of their institute; of the 
remaining eleven, two were deprived of the use of reason; 
the others divided in their opinions,—two wished to pass to 
another house, where the rule was less severe; two more 
wished to have the power of doing so, if at any time their 
health should be impaired, or their minds should change. 
Four said they would leave the community, if by any inno- 
vation certain changes were made in the rule. There was 
only one, who expressed a wish to go home to his friends, 
as he said, until his health, which was delicate, should be 
restored. Of the thirty-seven lay-brothers, seven only ex- 
pressed a wish to leave the monastery. What a remarkable 
proof is thus afforded us of the influence of the religious in- 
stitute on the individual mind and character. How frequently 
is it remarked, that the adoption of the vows and obligations 
of the religious life is the result of youthful enthusiasm, 
operating on tender and susceptible minds; and that the 
walls of the convent and the monastery contain within their 
enclosure many a heart grieving for the worldly hopes and 
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joys which it sacrificed for ever in a moment of delusion. 
Yet here, in one of the most rigorous and self-denying insti- 
tutes of the Church,—an institute against which men’s phy- 
sical nature would soonest and most strongly rebel, and 
where, in the solitude of the wilderness, there were none of 
those human aids of vanity or ambition, to keep alive the de- 
caying strength of their early determination,—there was only 
one individual of the actual community willing to depart ; 
and even he was influenced only by the perhaps pardonable 
motive of recruiting his health in the society of his friends. 
As for the lay-brothers, they are never looked on in any reli- 
gious house as forming part of the real body of the commu- 
nity. But the sentiments of the majority of the Trappists 
could not avert their impending doom. The executive of 
the department reported that their plea of exemption should 
not be allowed, and the constituent assembly pronounced 
the sentence of suppression. 

Then began for the children of De Rancé a long, and weary, 
and troubled pilgrimage of over thirty years. But as to the 
wandering sons of Israel, God gave light and strength in the 
years of their journeying, and raised up from among them- 
selves one who was to be their guide and to make known to 
them his will, and to bring them in safety through their many 
perils to the resting-place which his providence had prepared 
for them ; so did he raise up for the outcast Trappists, in their 
hour of need, a leader even from among themselves. Louis 
Henry Lestrange was born of an honourable family in the Vi- 
varais. He received his education in the college of St. Sul- 
pice, where he was ordained priest at the age of twenty-four. 
He officiated for some time upon the mission, but alarmed at 
the responsibility attached to the cure of souls, he took refuge 
in La Trappe, where he took the habit and the name of Au- 
gustine, about the year 1780. When the decree of their ex- 
pulsion was made known to the inmates of the monastery, he 
was master of novices; and as in situations of great difficulty 
great minds will always acquire the ascendancy, Augustin 
became immediately the leader of his brethren. If Olivier 
was still living we know not; but we do not find his name 
mentioned nor his influence felt in the various vicissitudes of 
the community. Twenty-four of the religious sought and 
obtained a refuge in the canton of Friburg. Augustin, by 
whose influence and address they were successful, came back 
to conduct them to their destination. They passed through 
France, and arrived in Switzerland in 1792. Valsainte, the 
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new habitation, was to become to them another La Trappe. 
Though three of their number deserted them upon the way, 
deterred probably by the dangers that encompassed them, they 
received so many accessions in the course of three years, that 
it was resolved to form other establishments elsewhere. Co- 
lonies were therefore sent to Catalonia, to Darfield, near An- 
vers, and to Monbrech, in Piedmont. Three religious, destined 
for the Canadian mission, were detained by Mr. Weld, at 
Lulworth, on their way through England. The house of 
Valsainte, on its first establishment, made some alterations in 
the rule of La Trappe, and added somewhat to their customary 
austerities. It was raised to the dignity of an abbey by Pius 
the Sixth, in a brief dated the 30th Reseasban, 1794, and 
Augustin received the investiture from the papal nuncio in 
Switzerland. He founded a convent of female religious in the 
Valais, some time in the year 1796. Among these Trap- 
pistines, as they were called, was a member of the illustrious 
house of Condé, and for their religious guidance and instruc- 
tion, he established, in the same locality, a convent of monks. 
In the following year he made a still greater change in the 
Trappist institute, by establishing a third order for the in- 
struction of the young. Schools were accordingly opened, 
and in a short time above one hundred and fifty pupils were 
receiving a practical religious education in the seminary at 
Valsainte. But this career of prosperity was not to last. In 
1798 the victorious armies of the French directory overran 
Switzerland, and established the Helvetian republic. As this 
invasion was professedly undertaken in consequence of the 
intrigues of the French who had taken refuge within its fron- 
tiers, the French Trappists could not expect favour. Neither 
as exiles, nor as religious, could they hope for mercy. The 
entire establishment of Valsainte was broken up, and two 
hundred and fifty monks and nuns were cast forth again upon 
the world. Many of the pupils had become so attached to 
their masters, that they had rather be houseless wanderers with 
them, than enjoy peace and comfort at home. A body of 
seventy-four made their way in the direction of Munich, when 
Augustin received a message from the Emperor Paul, stating 
that he would give an asylum to fifteen monks and as many 
nuns, in his dominions. After conducting them to their as- 
signed place of abode, at Orcha, in the dutchy of Mohilev, in 
White Russia, Augustin repaired to the capital, and suc- 
ceeded in obtaining the imperial protection for the remainder 
of his followers. ‘They had been wandering in the Austrian 
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dominions, and being expelled from thence by the orders of 
the government, had passed into Russian Poland. ‘There 
the abbot found them on his return from St. Petersburg, hav- 
ing performed the journey in the depth of winter, and con- 
ducted them to the houses assigned for their use by Paul, in 
the diocese of Lucko, in Lithuania. They were not well 
fixed in their new abodes, when the imperial policy was re- 
versed, and an ukase was issued, expelling every native of 
France from his dominions, and they had to go forth once 
more. After many hardships, they arrived at Dantzic, and 
were received with every mark of attention by the Protestant 
authorities of the town, who gave them, as a place of tempo- 
rary residence, the old convent of the Brigittines. It was a 
Protestant merchant too, that gave them the means of pro- 
ceeding to Lubeck, and subsequently to Altona, where they 
spent the winter of 1801-2. Baffled, on the continent, in his 
efforts to find a home for his houseless brotherhood, Augustin 
tried the hospitable shores of England, where so many of his 
creed and country had succeeded in obtaining refuge, and had 
the good fortune to establish, near London, a house of 'Trap- 
pistines. He also sent thirty monks to lay a foundation in 
Kentucky.* He quitted Altona in the spring of 1801, and, 
with the remaining members of the community, returned to 
Valsainte, after an absence of three years. How many pri- 
vations, and anxieties, and disappointments, and hardships, 
had he endured since he went forth an outcast from its walls ! 
But France was the birthplace of the order; there it grew, 
and strengthened, and flourished ; and there, beyond any other 
country, did its members wish to be established. The older 
members of the community, who survived their hardships, 
and who recollected the old convent of La Trappe, and loved 
it, as every heart will love the place, whatever its defects may 
be, where it has learned the first lessons of knowledge and 
piety, cherished this desire, and wished more than others to 
see it realized. Coming from Spain, whither he had gone to 
visit the house of his order in Catalonia, Augustin passed 
through Paris, and at some risk to himself, being obnoxious to 
the government both as a religious and a refugee, determined 
to ascertain whether there was any likelihood of restoring the 





* The ruins of their unsuccessful mission are those described by Dickens, in 
his “American Notes,” and the passage in which he describes them is, we 
believe, the only one in the works of this charming writer on which we 
are compelled to pass sentence of condemnation. It is not what we should 
expect from his fine taste and exquisite feeling. 
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order in his own country. Bonaparte was not an enemy to 
the religious institute, except where his own power was con- 
cerned. He thought they afforded a secure and tranquil asy- 
lum to many, to use his own words, “ for whom the world 
was not suited, or who were not suited for the world;” and 
following the advice of his uncle, Cardinal Fesch, he provided 
them with an asylum in France. This gleam of sunshine was, 
however, but the harbinger of the storm. Bonaparte quar- 
relled with the Pope, and to make sure of the religious orders, 
he had tendered to them the oath of allegiance. The Trap- 
pists took it at first, but the abbot ordered them to retract as 
speedily and as publicly as possible. He who could treat 
with indignity the successor of Peter, was not the man to 
have his will opposed or his policy frustrated by a Trappist 
monk. He gave orders to have Augustin arrested, and the 
abbey of Valsainte dissolved. The abbot was taken prisoner 
as he was going on board a vessel at Bordeaux, but escaped 
by a mistake of the police, made his way through France and 
Switzerland, procured a Russian passport, and got safe to 
Riga, in company with the Chevalier de la Grange, since be- 
come a member of the order, who escorted him on the journey. 
From Riga he proceeded to England, and thence to Marti- 
nique, from which place he found his way to the United 
States, where he gathered together the scattered members of 
the order, some of whom had left Bourdeaux at the time he 
was taken prisoner. But quiet times came on. ‘The eagle of 
France was struck down. He that so often had led that eagle 
to victory, and controlled the destinies of Europe, was an 
exile upon a barren rock in the Atlantic; and the Trappist 
returned once more to his native land. The abbot Augustin 
had the good fortune to purchase La Trappe, after the resto- 
ration, and make it a religious house again. The principal 
convent of the reform of Valsainte — which, as we have 
already seen, is somewhat different from the institute of De 
Rancé,—was Melleray, in the diocese of Nantes. The chief 
house of the original observance as established by him, was 
the convent of Port-du-Salut, near Laval, in the diocese of 
Angers. It was taken possession of by the Trappists, on the 
21st of February 1815; and on the 10th of December in 
the following year, Pius the Seventh, by a special brief, raised 
it to the rank ofan abbey. ‘The monks on whom this honour 
was conferred were those who, as we have already mentioned, 
had been previously established at Darfield. In 1825, Augustin 
was summoned to Rome, to answer some statements that 
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were made against him. While in Italy, he visited Naples 
and Monte Cassino, where he was taken ill, and from which 
he addressed a circular to his brethren. But after the wan- 
derings of near forty years, in so many quarters of the globe, 
it was given him to lay his bones in his own fatherland, 
and among his own brethren. He died at Lyons, in 1827, 
on his way from Rome. 

With this event we must conclude our notice. The changes 
which took place in the Trappist institute, and which led to 
its introduction among ourselves, are within the recollection 
of all our readers. We can bear our own humble testimony 
to the piety and self-devotion of their lives, and the example 
of every good and exalted virtue which they afford to their 
own immediate locality, as well as to the country at large. 
The Irish soil has not been uncongenial to the institute of 
De Rancé. It has taken root amongst us. We trust that 
its after course will be free from those perils that beset the 
past; and that in the onward progress of our religion, and 
the increasing prosperity of our people, it will, with God’s 
blessing, bear fruit an hundred fold, and shed a lustre on the 
country it has adopted as its own. 





Art. I].—Narrative of the Texan Santa Fe Expedition, &c. 
By George Wilkins Kendal. London: 1844. 


“ Know ye the land of the cedar and vine, 


Where flowers ever blossom—the beams ever shine, 
* & * * * * * 


And all but the spirit of man is divine ?” 


MAKIN G every allowance for the exaggeration of inter- 

ested writers in describing the innumerable natural 
advantages of Texas,* we can well believe it to be the lovely 
land which it appeared to the philosophic eye of Humboldt ; 
but unhappily the lines prefixed to this article too truly indi- 
cate its political status, abandoned, temporarily we hope, to 
the vilest and basest of mankind ;—reminding us most‘forcibly 
of what may have been the condition of ancient Rome, when, 
according to the legend of its origin, adopted by Livy: Hue 
omnis turba finitimorum populorum, nullo discrimine liber an 





* A writer whose work is the latest of the season, speaks of Texas as “ A 
country which had some time loomed up as the asylum of that portion of op- 
pressed humanity which feels nervous under the restraints of law.”—Feather- 
stonhaugh, “ Excursion to Slave States.” London, 1844. 
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servus esset, avida rerum novarum perfugit.” That the standard 
of moralsshould be low among this convenarum plebs, transfuga 
ex suis populis ;—that “ the more unfathomable the falsehood,” 
the greater is the energy employed in the utterance of the 
most fearful oaths, though painful enough, is yet not astonish- 
ing ;—that “luggage,” in their conventional language, should be 
called “ plunder,” may only serve to remind us of the facetious 
pleasantries of the knights of the road. But not even in the 
twilight of the human mind, did the hutters on the Palatine 
adopt for their rule of conduct such a comprehensive sanction 
of every form of iniquity. Divorce is so completely the lex 
loci, that forty cases occurred during the few months of Mrs. 
Houston’s sojourn. Any one who even Jistens to an argument 
against slavery will be hurried out into the wilderness by men 
more savage than the wolf and the hyzena, to whose com- 
panionship he is left. Lynach-law is the national code, and as 
if to whet perpetually the appetite for blood, Mrs. Houston 
tells us, “ but should it ever be pronounced by the unpreju- 
diced voices of the people that either the punishment of his 
enemy was undeserved, or not warranted by the first duty of 
self-preservation, he becomes amenable to punishment by 
means of the same law.” 

The defeat and capture of Santa Anna, the president of 
Mexico, in the fatal battle of Jacinto, unhappily completed 
the dismemberment of Texas from the Mexican republic :— 
the stealing we should rather have said, which even Miss 
Martineau calls “the most high-handed theft of modern 
times.” The subsequent recognition of Texas by France and 
Hoiland and England, rendered this gigantic fraud un fait 
accompli, and makes it superfluous to pain ourselves by dwell- 
ing longer upon the prodigious villanies of Moses Austin and 
his accomplices, by which the purchasers of a few hundred 
empresarios from the government of Mexico, wrested a 
region vaster than the kingdom of France from a people to 
which they had voluntarily sworn allegiance. In Texas, as 
the beginning was, such has been the middle ;—may the end be 
different! ‘The success of the first body of land jobbers had 
the effect of encouraging all the unquiet spirits in the southern 
states of the union to form a sort of conspiracy against the 
states of central America. One of its overt acts was an 
attack by a gang from New Orleans upon the island of Eleu- 
thera in the year 1835, where their ill-usage of the inha- 
bitants was so atrocious that it fortunately provoked the 
British naval commander at Nassau to dispatch a frigate to 
pursue and capture the pirates. Another party, led by a man 
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who assumed the title of general (Mexia), subsequently made 
a piratical descent upon Tampico, but were fortunately cap- 

tured by the Mexican troops, and suffered the well-deserved 
punishment of their crimes. But for the vigour with which 
these atrocities were resisted, buccaneering would soon have 
been as prevalent in the Carribean Sea as it had been in the 
seventeenth century. 

The author of the work before us, is, or was, the editor of 
a New Orleans paper; our readers therefore will not wonder 
much when we add that he is much ofa braggart; that he is 
so thoroughly selfish, as to be ungrateful for all the bene- 
volence and mercy | of which he has been the unw orthy object ; 
that his testimony is always to be believed, when it is corro- 
borated by unimpeachable collateral evidence : and that he has 
strongly impressed on us the wisdom of the old proverb 
regarding “good memories,” for the numerous falsehoods 
with which his pages are crammed, receive the strongest con- 
tradiction from himself. From his own account of the objects 
of the expedition, it appears that the pretence to trade was 
merely a flimsy veil to cover the real purpose of exciting 
a rebellion at Santa Fe; and while he states that he left New 
Orleans only for the purpose of travel, he drops some hints 
about certain newspaper articles, the fame—the infamy—of 
which probably preceded him to Mexico. 

A brief description of the physical geography of Texas 
will, perhaps, enable our readers to follow the thread of 
the story with more pleasure. Its area is about 300,000 
square miles, extending between the 25th and 30th parallels 
of N. latitude; the 94th and 101st degrees of W. lon.; 
bounded on the N. by the Red river, on the S. by the gulf of 
Mexico, on the E. by the Sabine river, which separates it 
from the United States (according to the treaty of 1819), 
and on the W. by the Nueches, or, as the Texans assert, by 
the Rio Del Norte. 

The whole country may be called an inclined plane, sloping 
gradually from the mountains on the west, eastward to the 
sea. It is, however, naturally subdivided into three regions : 
the flat, which is one hundred miles broad in the centre, and 
only thirty in the S.W.; next, the rolling, about two hundred 
miles in breadth ; the third, the mountainous region, in the W. 
and S.W. is a continuation of the Sierra Madre, or Mexican 
chain. At its extremity we reach an elevated plateau, 
where, according to Kennedy, the prairies not unfrequently 
resemble the vast steppes of Asia, except in their superior 
fertility. Besides the Sabine and Rio Del Norte, five other 
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considerable rivers empty their waters into the Gulf of 
Mexico. ‘The wet season is from December to March; the 
dry from March until November; the heat is often excessive, 
the thermometer at noon standing at 83°. A writer who is 
not inclined to despise the attractions of the country, seems, 
notwithstanding, to dread the enervating influence of the 
climate upon emigrants from northern countries; for, after 
stating some other drawbacks, he remarks,— 

“The inclination for luxurious indolence, to which the climate 
predisposes, is a worse evil than either serpents or mosquitoes ; the 
settler will have much greater reason to guard against this agree- 
able poison, than against that of the anguis in herba.”* 

Mr. Kendal arrived at Galveston in the summer of 1841, 
and immediately proceeded to Aystin, the capital, which lies 
about two vee An miles from the mouth of the Rio Colorado. 
He spent the interval, until the starting of the expedition, in 
scampering about the neighbourhood, and, upon one occasion, 
fell in with a body of Texan patriots returning from hunting, 
not the roebuck, but the Cumanchee Indians. It was ever 
the policy of the Spanish governments to foster the Indian 
race; and hence their happy condition within the limits of 
Mexico, even to this hour, in spite of the shocks of repeated 
revolutions. 

Catlin, in his Travels and Sketches among the Red Indians, 
bears testimony to the fine qualities of this particular tribe, 
whose abode is on the Washita, a feeder of the Sabine, and 
we grieve to find them exposed to the attacks of these ruth- 
less brigands. We remember to have read in a letter of the 
Vicar Apostolic of Texas, an allusion to the sufferings of 
his little flock from bands of marauders in this very year. 
He describes one party of seventy, that attacked a village 
(Refugio) inhabited by fifteen Catholic families—could it be 
with these Pandours Mr. Kendal fell in ?¢ 

The expedition finally left Austin on the 18th June, 1841. 
Two hundred and seventy volunteers, in six companies, one 
an artillery company (oh, these peaceful merchants!) with a 
staff of fifty supernumeraries. The president, General Lamar, 
for these Texan equality men, nevertheless, rejoice in high- 
sounding titles, accompanied them for two days, and reviewed 
and took his leave of them at the San Gabriel on the 2Ist. 
Their way being now through the rolling prairie region, they 
enjoyed an animated spectacle on the 30th. 

“ At sundown, a drove of mustangs, or wild horses of the 





* Ikens’ Texas. { Annals of the Propagation of the Faith, 1842. 
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prairie, paid us a flying visit. They were first seen ascending a 
hill at the distance of half a mile, and as they were coming towards 
us, were taken for Indians. When seen on a distant hill, standing 
with their raised heads towards a person, and forming a line, as is 
their custom, it is almost impossible to take them for any thing but 
inounted men. Having satisfied their curiosity, they wheeled with 
almost the regularity of a cavalry company, and galloped off, their 
long thick manes waving in the air, and their tails nearly sweeping 
the ground. They are beautiful animals, always in excellent con- 
dition, and though smaller than our American horses, are very 
compact, and will bear much fatigue.—vol. i. p. 88. 

Todo Mr. Kendal justice, he does not wrong the brute beasts; 
as this description bears to be contrasted with the poet’s :— 


‘“‘ A thousand horse and none to ride, 
With flowing tail and flying mane, 
Wide nostrils never stretched with pain, 
Mouths bloodless by the bit or rein ; 
And feet that iron never shod, 

And flanks unscarred by spur or rod ; 
A thousand horse, the wild, the free, 
Like waves that follow in the sea, 
Come thickly thundering on.” 


The character our author gives of his companions, gentle 
and simple, damns them to everlasting infamy ; we find that 
even he is shocked at the prevalence of the vice of blasphemy 
among them. He tells us that the only business of the 
teamsters seemed to be, to invent oaths, which, for their out- 
rageous impiety, exceeded all former experience. About 
the 21th of July, they reached that curious forest belt, called 
the Cross Timbers, reaching all the way from the Great 
Lakes to the Gulf of Mexico, with a breadth, varying from 
five to fifty miles, and their camping ground on one of these 
nights, possessed many charms for the way-worn adventurers. 

“The location upon which we were encamped, being on the edge 
of the timber, with rich prairie directly in front of us, was one of 
the finest we had yet met on our route. The valley of the Brazos 
abounded with every species of timber known in Texas: grapes, 
plums, and other fruit, were found in profusion; honey could be 
obtained in almost every hollow tree; trout and other fish were 
plentiful in the small creeks in the neighbourhood; and the woods 
and prairies about us, not only afforded excellent grazing for our 
cattle and horses, but teemed with every species of game—elk, 
deer, bears, wild turkeys, and, at the proper season, buffalo and 
mustang.”—vol. i. p. 102. 

The party reached Noland’s river on the 23rd, and, on the 
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27th, having taken the latitude and longitude, found them- 
selves two hundred miles nearly north of Austen, and about 
five hundred miles from Santa Fe, which lay in a direction 
north of west. Having quitted the margin of the Cross 
Timbers in the end of July, they approached a location of 
the Waco Indians, on the river Wichetie; and, as a taste for 
natural beauty is almost the only merit of the author, we 
more willingly give his own words :— 

* When within a couple of miles of the Indian village, a beau- 
tiful spectacle presented itself. Before us was a large and delightful 
valley, through which a river coursed along, with just trees enough 
to relieve the eye, without concealing any of the beauties. Ina 
large bend of the stream the village was situated, and all around 
were corn fields, pumpkin and melon patches of the inhabitants. 
In the distance, on the other side, the prairie rose gently, without a 
tree or bush to destroy the uniformity of the rich carpeting of green 
with which it was covered.”—vol. i. p. 135. 


In a former number, we have borne testimony to the zeal 
of Cortez for the protection of the aborigines. A Mr. 
Gregg, who has very recently published an interesting ac- 
count of the commerce of the prairies, is compelled to admit 
that the wanton cruelties of these brigands has had a dis- 
astrous effect upon the trade. In one instance, the inhabit- 
ants of an Indian rancheria were lured within cannon-shot, 
and slaughtered without mercy. 

Mr. Kendal had been induced to visit the celebrated mis- 
sion of San Antonio Bexar before the march of the expedi- 
tion from Austin; and he is almost disposed to admit that 
evidences of civilization, such as we have instanced, were 
attributable to the influence of similar establishments, 
scattered through the country. ‘The Wacoes must have very 
soon perceived the difference between the gentle fathers and 
the Exaltados. Mr. Kendal confesses that an attempt at a 
parley proved a failure—the reputation of the Texans not 
being fragrant in the nostrils of these keen-scented Indians, 
for we are told— 

“In the early history of Texas, they were at peace with the 
inhabitants of that republic. Large hunting parties of the tribe 
were frequently seen within her limits, and every relation seemed 
to bring additional peace and harmony, until an unfortunate affray 
occurred, which induced them to dig up the tomahawk; and, since 
that time, many have been the inroads they have committed along 
the northern frontier of Texas. I heard it said, that the whites 
were guilty of bringing on the war, by some act of bad faith to the 
Wacoes; and the wound they then received has never been healed. 
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From the fact of their hurrying off their women and children, as 
well as their large cavalcade of horses and mules, it was evident 
that they placed no reliance on our assertion, that we were among 
them with pacific intentions: they had been deceived once by our 
men, and, Indian like, looked for another violation of our words.” 
—vol. i. p. 142. 


Surely this passage is enough to remind us of the sentence, 
* Out of thine own mouth,” &c. And, indeed, we must freely 
admit that Mr. K. is nowhere backward in shewing up his 
new allies, Anxious, as he tells us, to be foremost in every 
scene of adventure, he joined a reconnoitring company on 
the 6th August. Journeying, with occasional intervals of 
rest, on the 13th they beheld that phenomenon, at once so 
magnificent and terrible, the prairie on fire. Most of our 
readers doubtless remember the eloquent description in 
Cooper’s novel; but the narrative of an eye-witness cannot 
be uninteresting. 

“Tf the scene had been grand previous to the going down of the 
sun, its magnificence was tenfold as night in vain attempted to 
throw its dark mantle over the earth. The light, from miles and 
miles of inflammable and blazing cedars, illuminated earth and sky 
with a radiance even more lustrous and dazzling than that of the 
noon-day sun. Ever and anon, as some one of our comrades would 
approach the brow of the high bluff above us, he appeared not like 
an inhabitant of this earth. A lurid and most unnatural glow, re- 
flected upon his countenance from the valley of burning cedars, 
seemed to render more haggard and toil-worn his burned and 
blackened countenance..........From the spot on which I was lying, 
a broad sheet of flame could be seen, miles and miles in width, the 
heavens in that direction so brilliantly lit up, that they resembled 
a sea of molten gold. In the west, a wall of impenetrable blackness 
appeared to be thrown up, as the spectator suddenly turned from 
viewing the conflagration in the opposite direction. The subdued, 
yet deep, roar of the element could still be plainly heard, as it sped 
on, as with the wings of lightning, across the prairies; while, in 
the valley far below, the flames were flashing and leaping among 
the dry cedars, and shooting and circling about, in manner closely 
resembling a magnificent pyrotechnic display.”—vol. i. p. 180. 

On the 17th, a party was detached from the main body, 
under the command of a person who enjoyed the soubriquet 
of Old Paint, as well as the title of Captain (titles, to be sure, 
were rife among them); the leader of the party being known 
as General Mc Leod. On the same day, the surgeon, a Doctor 
Brashear, died; and, a few days after, Lieut. Hull and four 
men were cut off by the Cayquas. Luckily for himself, the 
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author now joined an advance party, consisting of ninety-nine 
men. 

Quitting the banks of the river Quintufue on the 31st of 
August, they suddenly came upon a stupendous chasm, not 
visible fifteen yards off, in Lat. 344 N., Long. 103 W. 
Upon reaching the ridge which bounded the plain, they 
enjoyed the last view of the prairie region. 

“There we were again gratified, by finding spread out before us 
a perfectly level prairie, extending as far as the eye could reach, 
and without a tree to break its complete monotony. We halted a 
few minutes to rest our horses, and occupied the time in surveying 
the calm and beautiful valley lying hundreds of feet below us. 

“Tt was a lovely scene, beheld from the point where we stood ; 
and I could hardly believe that. but a few hours previous a horrible 
tragedy had been enacted upon its fair surface. Softened down by 
the distance, there was a tranquillity about it which seemed as 
though it had never been broken. The deep-green skirting of the 
different water-courses, relieved the eye as it fell upon the wide- 
extended plain, The silver waves of the Quintufue were occasion- 
ally brought to view, as some turn of the stream brought them in 
line with us, and again they were lost to the sight under the rich 
foliage of the banks.”—vol. i. p. 216. 


The adventurers had been for some time ignorant of their 
whereabouts, until, on the 10th of September, they reached 
the Angosturas (the narrows) of the Rio Colorado, in the 
105th degree of W. longitude. The crisis was now approach- 
ing ; and it was resolved by the leader of the party to send 
on two of his number to the frontier town of San Miguel, 
with the motive evidently (as the author lets slip) of blind- 
folding the Mexican authorities. For while—like the am- 
bassadors of Tarquin the Proud to the senate--they were 
instructed to declare that they had come in the character of 

eaceful delegates, they were also provided with General 

amar’s proclamation, written in Spanish and English, to be 
distributed if an opportunity should offer, and of which we 
may judge the spirit from the confession of the author :— 

“Not a doubt existed that the liberal terms offered would be at 
once acceded to, by a population living within the limits of Texas, 
and who had long been groaning under a misrule the most tyran- 
nical.” 

Colonel Cooke’s detachment, which the author accompa- 
nied, arrived on the 15th of September at Auton Chico, 
where the women and children hid themselves, and the men 
would have attacked them, they were told, but for their arms. 
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At Cuerta they were surrounded by a Mexican company, 
commanded by an officer named Salazar, and immediately 
disarmed. Five of the prisoners, amongst them the author 
and a Mr. Van Ness, were led on in advance of the rest. 
Van Ness, we are told, had taken the precaution of sending 
back certain papers and letters, which might have made in- 
convenient disclosures. Kendal and his four companions were 
brought into San Miguel at sunset, where the good and 
charitable priest sent them hot coffee to their quarters, and 
in the morning a comfortable breakfast. In a few days after, 
they heard of the capture of Colonel Cooke’s party, and 
Armijo, the governor of the province, marched out against 
General Me Leod, whom he captured, with 160 of his asso- 
ciates. On the 17th of October, the whole of the prisoners, 
with their escort, began a march of 2000 miles, in a direction 
almost due S. towards the capital. Mr. Kendal abuses the 
Captain Salazar for his cruelty, and yet he tells us that him- 
self and half-a-dozen of his colleagues were generally on 
parole; generously received in the private houses of the hos- 
pitable Mexicans, and often permitted to be present at ter- 
tulias and fandangos, and at the same time, confesses that 
they had no scruple about escaping, but for the danger. We 
know well what, according to the common law of nations, 
would be the fate of such a party of robber merchants landing 
on the shores of Britain. 

They were at El Paso about the beginning of November, 
where he acknowledges they were treated with the most in- 
dulgent kindness by Gen. Elias; and a Capt. Ochoa, a man 
of great benevolence, relieved Salaza in the charge of the 
prisoners. ‘They feasted sumptuously for several days (of 
course we mean Kendal, and half a dozen friends; the main 
body of the prisoners were, necessarily, lodged in barracks) 
at the house of Gen. Elias. Amongst the daily visitors was 
the young and generous curate of the place, ; omen Ortez, 
who treated this man with ill-requited kindness—for he pro- 
vided him with a complete change of raiment, pressed a purse 
of money into his hands, and subsequently furnished him 
with a horse to proceed as far as Chihuahua, 300 miles beyond. 
As this was the only priest in Mexico, with whom the author 
was upon terms of domestic intimacy, we pray particular 
attention to the character he gives of him, while the memory 
of his charity was not yet wholly effaced :— 

‘* Professing a different religion from mine, and one, too, that I 
had been taught to believe, at least in Mexico, inculcated a jealous 
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intolerance towards those of any other faith, I could expect from 
him neither favour nor regard. How surprised was I, then, to find 
him liberal to a fault, constant in his attentions, and striving 
to make my situation as agreeable as the circumstances would 

His charity and virtues adorn the faith which he pro- 
fesses and illustrates by his life; and should this page ever meet 
his eye, let it assure him of the deep respect and reverence with 
which the moral excellence of the pious curé of El Paso, inspired 
more than one Protestant American.”—vol. ii. p. 41. 


We observe two or three amusing Yankee traits in the pro- 
gress of the narrative, of which the author seems entirely 
unconscious. In one place he had bought a horse, a dead 
bargain, which proved to have been stolen; but he felt no 
scruple about retaining it. At El Gallo a young lady, in 
whose father’s house he had been hospitably entertained, took 
a fancy to his watch, and, as a great favour, he made her a 
present of it, in exchange for more than its value, in good 
Mexican dollars from her father’s purse. The party reached 
Zacatecas on the 30th of December, and in January 1842, 
they arrived at Espiritu Santo, where they found a well- 
informed and gentlemanly priest, and passed the evening 
(these sufferers) at a tertulia. They travelled through a highly 
picturesque region, on their way to La Parada; wild flowers 
of every hue mingling their delicious fragrance with the 
mountain air; orange and other fruit trees were growing lux- 
uriantly, and a species of cactus, the tall and symmetrical 
organo plant, tapering upward gradually, from eighteen to 
twenty-five feet high, and destitute of limbs or leaves. A few 
days before, they had received a visit from a young Irishman 
and three elegant young women, the daughters of an Irish 
father at the Hacienda of La Noria. Why will our fellow- 
countrymen task the hospitality of “ Native America,” at 
Boston or Philadelphia, or cast themselves on the desert shores 
of New Holland, when they might be received, with open 
arms, in such a country as this, sanctified by the religion of 
their fathers, and pledge the devotion of their manly hearts 
and stalwart arms, to shield it from the “ Forty Thieves” of 
Texas? In the noble city of San Luis they were lodged in 
the convent of the Augustine friars, where the holy and be- 
nevolent brotherhood “ kindly appropriated two or three large 
rooms in their convent to their use.” (vol. ii. p. 159.) 

In the beginning of February, the author was lodged in 
the ancient palace of San Christobal, where he was visited 
by Mr. Brantz Meyer, United States secretary of legation ; 
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to whom we shall have occasion to allude again, as he was 
then ostensibly cultivating friendly relations with Mexico. 
Mr. Kendal seems to have shammed sickness, to avoid join- 
ing a working-gang of his comrades, who were lodged in the 
convent of Santiago; and was therefore sent into the leper 
hospital of San Lazaro, in the city of Mexico, on the 9th of 
February. We may remark that this is one of the noble 
foundations of Cortez; and it is some proof of the public mo- 
rality of Mexico, that all the religious and charitable institu- 
tions of the country have been held inviolable in every 
revolution. We are so tired of the egotism of this man, who 
is manifestly “ plenus se ipso,” that we will spare our readers 
the details of his indignation, whenever the poor lepers came 
“ betwixt the wind and his nobility,”—his complaints against 
the sentinel, who would not let him run away,—his accept- 
ance of alms, for which he did not thank the donors, upon the 
festival day, when all the beauty and fashion of the capital 
visited the hospital, in compliance with an ancient usage, to 
bestow their charity on the inmates,—and merely add, that, 
by an excess of lenity, he was liberated on the 21st April, 1842. 

He enjoyed the sight of the capital, for some days after, 
sharing the hospitality of a courteous and generous people, 
and in return, imputes to them faults which existed only in 
his own foul imagination. But although he is in King Cam- 
byses’ vein, he adds, with singular inconsistency : 


“ The early fathers next zealously inculcated that heavenly spirit 
of charity which teaches that we must clothe the naked, feed the 
hungry, and relieve the sick and distressed ; and with such untiring 
ardour did they impress this article of their creed upon the natives, 
that it took root, and has increased and continued to the present 
day. For evidence, we have but to look at the hospitals for the 
sick and wounded scattered through the country, to the institutions 
for relieving the distresses of the unfortunate, and to the different 
orders of sisters of charity,—those meek handmaidens of benevolence 
whose eyes are ever seeking the couch of sickness, and whose 
hands are ever raised to succour with a beneficence that knows no 
tiring. It is not in Mexico alone that this holy feeling of charity 
towards the sick and helpless exists ; but wherever the religion of 
Rome is known, there do we find the same active benevolence 
exerted—the same attention to the wants of the suffering; and 
well would it be were other denominations of Christians to pattern 
after the Catholics in all that pertains to pity and compassion 
towards their sick and needy fellow creatures—in plain terms, if 
they would make fewer professions, and enter more into the real 
practice of charity.”—vol. ii. p. 341. 

VOL, XVII.—NO. XXXIV, 23 
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He had written thus far, when we suppose it occurred to 
him that the book would not tell at home, and that to make 
it palatable, it must be seasoned (cum sale multo); and, 
accordingly, he passes away into a dissertation on the Mexican 
priesthood, in which he repeats and amplifies all the calumnies 
that have ever been devised against that misrepresented body. 
It would be easy, if we had time or inclination, to refute 
most of his statements from his own pages. But it is entirely 
unnecessary. His violence defeats its own object; and there 
are few so blinded by prejudice, as to forget the honourable 
testimonies of such writers as Madame Calderon de la Barca, 
or Mr. Bullock, for the intemperate and inconsistent invectives 
of a speculating New Orleans editor. 

It is often in scenes most remote from the observation of 
the busy world, that ministers of religion are found practising 
the most exalted virtue; and, as the train of thoughts in 
which we have been indulging has led us into that region, 
we subjoin a notice of one of the missions of California, from 
the work of another American, a man of very different stamp 
from our author—the celebrated voyager Cleveland. He is 
speaking of the mission of San Borgia :— 

“The more intimately we became acquainted with Padre 
Mariano, the more we were convinced that his was a character to 
love and respect. He appeared to be one of that rare class, who, 
for piety and the love of their fellow-men, might justly rank with a 
Fénélon or a Cheverus. His countenance, beaming with the love 
_and benevolence which were his prevailing motives of action, 
inspired immediate and perfect confidence, even in those who had 
seen as much of the Spanish character as it had been our lot to do. 
The mild and humane treatment of his domestics, made their inter- 
course more like that of father and children, than of master and 
servants. His regular observance, morning, noon, and evening, 
of his devotional duties, with his uncouth-looking domestics assem- 
bled round him, and on bended knee participating in his prayers 
to the throne of grace with the utmost decorum, was affecting, and 
might be received as a tacit reproach for indifference to such duties 
by that part of his audience whom his brethren would call heretics. 
But this good man was gifted with a mind too liberal and noble, 
and a benevolence too extensive and pure, to pronounce condem- 
nation for difference of opinions.”— Cleveland Narrative, vol.i.p. 222. 

In describing the architectural glories of the churches of 
Mexico, and the costly decoration of their altars, Madame 
Calderon remarks, that native America, as she suspects, looks 
with gloating eyes upon the treasures which it longs to ap- 
propriate. Mr. Kendal imparts the character of prophecy to 
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this conjecture of the noble-minded and accomplished lady, 
as he can see no value in the ornaments of the altars at 
Puebla, save the market price of the silver, to be expended in 
the construction of rail-roads. Mr. Brantz Van Meyer, to 
whom we have made allusion, has just testified his gratitude 
to the Mexican people, for all the attention he experienced, 
while residing in their capital as American secretary of lega~ 
tion, by the publication of a work, in which he repeats a good 
deal less than we already knew on the subject of Mexican 
antiquities and statistics. But he outvies the Hebrew in the 
exactness of his calculations, as to the value,—aye to the very 
ounce,—of the gold and silver of the sanctuary, and in the 
unblushing effrontery of his scheme of spoliation. Even 
from the pages of Mr. Kendal, we would correct one mistake 
of the Yankee functionary, in the narrative of what was, 
under any circumstances, a fearful tragedy,—we mean the 
murder of Mr. Egerton, the English artist, and his female 
companion. Mr. ‘Kendal states that she was not his wife ; 
poor Egerton was a married man, and had abandoned his 
wife and three children, in London, to elope with this 
female, who had even been under a contract of marriage to 
another. The transaction was wrapt in mystery; but Mr. 
Kendal insinuates, that some relative of the wronged family 
might have come from England to avenge the injury. ‘The 
notions of the rights—rather the wrongs—of property, enter- 
tained by these men, remind us of the anecdote of a friend, 
who consulted another citizen of native America, as to the 
sum which an industrious person should carry out, in order 
to embark in trade with a prospect of success; and the an- 
ng was, “If you bring anything, you'll Jose every cent of 
; have nothing, and you'll not fail to make a dig some- 
wt He To see these rapacious adventurers boldly asserting 
the policy of destroying institutions which have wrought the 
happiness of a people that do them no wrong,—of desecrating 
the temple of a purer worship than their own,—reminds us of 
Milton’s fearful image of the great enemy of mankind, rearing 
himself above the verdurous wall of Paradise, to gloat upon 
that scene of vernal delight he was about to mar for ever. 
Attacks upon the Mexican border have been renewed since 
the failure of this Santa Fe expedition ; and we observe, in a 
note of Mr. Kendal’s, that a companion of his, one Brenham, 
of whose unmerited (!) captivity he complained so bitterly, 
joined another gang in 1843, and was killed at the battle of 
Mier. The scheme for the annexation of Texas to the 
23 
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United States was projected so far back as 1829; and, 
though it has been rejected by congress for the present, we 
apprehend its ultimate success, unless the representatives of 
civilized nations countenance the better disposed section of 
the American community in frustrating the plot. The real 
motive of the projectors of the scheme, is to throw open the 
country to the planters of the Southern States of the Union, 
and perpetuate the curse of slavery. How alarmingly the 
evil has already spread, may be deduced from the fact, that, 
whereas in 1834, the whole white population of ‘Texas was 
but 20,000, in 1841 no less than 12,000 slaves had been im- 
ported within the limits of Texas.* 

The rulers of this mighty empire, which has made such 
pecuniary sacrifices to give liberty to the enslaved African, 
should not be indifferent to this gigantic treason against the 
rights of mankind. In this season of almost universal peace, 

“ The flag that braved a thousand years 

The battle and the breeze,” 
is only unfurled against the pirate and the man-stealer; and 
' though we are not slow to censure our own government upon 
matters of domestic policy, yet sure we are that the minister, 
no matter who he be,-that should wield the power of this 
great country to repress this mighty wrong, would receive 
the enthusiastic support of all the subjects of the crown 
of Britain. The influence of the deceased Dr. Channing 
seems to have been felt in the late deliberations on this 
subject in Congress; and though we differ from him most 
widely upon other topics, we are glad to be able to refer 
to his opinionst upon this vital question. He declares that 
Mexico had been more sinned against than sinning; and that 
at the moment of throwing off the Spanish yoke, she gave 
a noble test of loyalty to free principles in the emancipation 
of the slave population. For it was enacted that “ No human 
being should hereafter be born a slave within the limits of 
Mexico; that no slave be introduced into the country; that 
the existing slaves should receive wages, and be subject to no 
punishment but on trial.” We have asserted that the main 
object of the land-jobbers is to throw open Texas to the 
slave-breeder. Here is the ninth article of the Constitution 
of Texas: 





* Letter of Dr. Channing to the Hon. Henry Clay. Boston, 1827. Passim. 
t+ “The occupation of Texas makes the abolition of slavery hopeless.”— 
Featherstonhaugh, “ Excursion to the Slave States,” vol. ii. p. 189. 
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* Sec. 9.—‘ All persons of colour, who were slaves for life 
previous to their emigration to Texas, and who are now held in 
bondage, shall remain in the like state of servitude : provided, the 
said slave shall be the bona fide property of the person so holding 
said slave as aforesaid. Congress shall pass no laws to prohibit 
emigrants from bringing their slaves into the republic with them, 
and holding them by the same tenure by which such slaves were 
held in the United States: nor shall Congress have power to eman- 
cipate slaves: nor shall any slave-holder be allowed to emancipate 
his or her slave or slaves without the consent of Congress, unless 
he or she shall send his or her slave without the limits of the re- 
public. No free person of African descent, either in whole or in 
part, shall be permitted to reside permanently in the republic with- 
out the consent of the Congress; and the importation or admission 
of Africans or Negroes into this republic, except from the United 
States of America, is for ever prohibited, and declared to be 
piracy.” —- Kennedy’s Texas, Appendix. 

The turpitude of the last clause, which we have under- 
lined, is greater, because, appearing, upon a cursory glance, 
to oppose a barrier to the progress of slavery, it is really in- 
tended to raise the value of slave property in the slave states 
of the Union, by securing a monopoly to them; this Con- 

ress of ‘Texas being actually a cabal of the planters, calling 
itself by another name. 

Even on this earth crime eventually entails its own punish- 
ment, and, accordingly, the national distress of America is 
partly owing to the fact, that such a sum as two hundred and 
fifty millions sterling is invested in slave property. Slave 
labour too has proved so inefficient, that much of the soil is 
exhausted—hence the inferiority in the management of the 
farms of Virginia, contrasted with those of Pennsylvania.* 
Among the task-masters themselves, it has introduced those 
indolent and slovenly habits, which provoke the disgust of 
travellers; those savage passions, which make every man a 
Cain, ready to shed his brother's blood. 

An impatience of the liberty of all, save their own privi- 
leged class, has been characteristic of ancient and modern de- 
mocracies, and we bless the good Providence which has willed 
us to be born the subjects of a monarchy. 

To show what manner of men these planters be, we copy 
one advertisement, out of many similar, from a Carolina paper, 
the Newburn Spectator, December 2, 1836. 





* Mr. Featherstonhaugh notices the striking superiority in the industrious 
habits of the people of Indiana over the slave owners of Kentucky and Ten- 
nessee. 
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“ Two Hundred Dollars Reward.—Ran away from the subscriber, 
negro Ben, also one by the name of Rigdon. I will give the re- 
ward of one hundred dollars for each of the above negroes, or for 
the killing of them, so that I can see them. W. D. Cobb.” 


But the torture of the body is not enough, without the 
destruction of the immortal spirit; for in the Carolinas, 
Georgia, Louisiana, any slave is to be flogged for learning 
or teaching to read any book, even the Bible, (the old Irish 
ascendancy. -men must have lent them their statute book for a 
model), and, O holy and insulted nature! a father is liable to 
be flogged for teaching his own babe to lisp the praises of his 
God! “In the interior of Georgia, the white Baptist ministers 
have discontinued preaching Christianity altogether to the 
slaves. May we not expect the red right arm of an avenging 
God to smite the people of a state (N orth Carolina) in which 
a law has been enacted, which authorizes a master to kill that 
slave, the husband, who may presume to shield the wife from 
his attempts at violation. ‘To perpetuate these horrors is the 
object, or will be the effect, of the annexation of Texas; and 
who will not wish “ God speed” to Santa Anna in his deter- 
mination to resist it? It was his powerful denunciation of 
this unspeakable treason against the moral law, that earned 
for Mr. O’Conneli the proud distinction of being ‘ the best 
abused” of the planters. But, alas! we are bearing testimony 
against the errors of others, how shall we render an account ? 
What has been the reward of this foremost man of the age— 
the author or promoter of every great legislative or adminis- 
trative reform that our times have witnessed—one who com- 
bines the love of liberty, the master passion of Fox, with the 
political wisdom, the love of order, characteristic of Burke— 
who unites the loyalty of Malsherbes with the dazzling 
eloquence of Mirabeau. 

It was his manly voice that, on the auspicious day of her 
accession, assured to our Sovereign Lady the loyal attachment 
of eight millions of Irish ; and yet him, to whom (had his lot 
been cast in other times) Greece would have raised altars ; 
whom future ages will ever venerate among the great bene- 
factors of mankind ; the gratitude of our rulers has rewarded 
with three months—three lost, irrecoverable months—in the 
gaol of the malefactor or felon. We have no power to pur- 
sue the subject, 


“ Leves cure loquuntur, ingentes stupent.” 
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Art. III.—1. The Neighbours; a Story of Every-day Life. 
By Frederika Bremer. Translated from the Swedish by 
Mary Howitt, 2 vols. 8vo. London: 1843. 

2. The Home; or, Family Cares and Family Joys. By Fre- 
derika Bremer. Translated by Mary Howitt, 2 vols. 8vo. 
London: 1843. 

3. The President's Daughters, including Nina. By Fre- 

- derika Bremer. Translated by Mary Howitt, 3 vols. 8vo. 
London: 1843. 

4. The Diary, and Strifeand Peace. By Frederika Bremer. 
Translated by Mary Howitt. London: 1844. 

5. The H— Family. By Frederika Bremer. Trana- 
lated from the Swedish. London: 1844. 

6. The Bridesmaid. By Frederika Bremer. London: 1844, 

7. The Twins, and other Tales. By Frederika Bremer. 
London: 1844. 


HE London “ trade” have usually got credit for consider- 
able sagacity in catering for the taste of the novel-read- 
ing public. It would seem, however, that no oracle is gifted 
with infallibility, not even that of “The Row.” The success 
of Miss Bremer’s novels is a heavy impeachment of their 
power of discrimination. Mrs. Howitt tells us, in one of her 
prefaces, that, no less than six years ago, a translation of one 
of these works, by an accomplished hand, was sent over from 
Stockholm, and offered to the principal London publishers, 
none of whom could be induced to embark in the speculation. 
She does not specify the work which was thus rejected. For 
the honour of the craft, we trust it was not Home, or The 
Neighbours. We can only say that any publisher who was 
timid enough to refuse either of those tales well deserves to 
have lost the golden opportunity which has since been turned 
to so profitable an account. 

Mrs. Howitt and her publishers cannot be accused of 
timidity, though we believe they have had to encounter an 
amount of opposition from rival translators, almost unexam- 
pled in the history of the trade. Finding, however, by the 
success of the first publication, that they were not deceived 
in their estimate of its suitableness for the English market, 
they have actively improved the favourable moment. The 
series has been brought out with unprecedented rapidity, and 
thus, almost before we have had time even to call attention 
to the Swedish authoress, we find our library table literally 
laden with her works. We cannot help regretting the 
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delay of our notice. Had we taken an opportunity of exam- 
ining this very remarkable series before it had advanced so 
far towards completion, we should have avoided, in a great 
degree, the most disagreeable duty of the critical office, and 
one which is peculiarly ungracious when the works of a 
stranger and a lady are the subject of criticism—that of 
dwelling upon the faults of the author. Those of Miss 
Bremer are far less numerous, or, at all events, less palpable, 
in the earlier volumes of the series of the translated works ; 
and much of what we shall have to say regarding the collec- 
tion would have been in a great degree uncalled for, if we 
were dealing only with The Neighbours, or, Home, the two 
first works translated into English. 

Mrs. Howitt did wisely in commencing with these most 
charming storics. They belong to that class of fiction, the 
domestic novel, which must always be popular, and which 
possesses a double interest when it comes from a foreign 
country. They open to us an entirely new field in foreign 
literature. Among the countless novels and romances trans- 
lated into English from foreign languages, we have not 
a single book of the class to which these Swedish tales 
belong ; and, indeed, Miss Bremer may be regarded as, out 
of England, the founder of this class. French literature has 
never had, and does not seem likely ever to have, anything of 
the kind ; at least if we may judge of the future, from the un- 
natural and overstrained sentimentality which till now has 
been the very life and soul of French fiction. The Italians, 
except in their cemedy, have hardly attempted it at all ; those 
of the Germans who have done so, have disfigwred their per- 
formances by the very extravagances which they are the first 
to censure in the French school. This is not the place to go 
into any detail ; but we may instance the extent to which 
Goethe, Tieck, Jean Paul, and, above all, Hoffmann, have 
abused their unquestionably great power of analysing and 
describing characters. Could they have been content to fol- 
low nature, they might have rivalled the very best writers of 
the English school. But there is hardly a single chapter, 
even in their best works, which can be called natural; nay, 
there is scarcely a single scene that is not deformed by some 
absurd or grotesque conception—some ridiculous bizarrerie— 
often absolutely painful to contempiate. 

It is no wonder, therefore, that a writer of the natural and 
homely school from the “ far north,”—one, too, formed upon 
our own models,—should be received among us with a joyous 
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welcome. It was a phenomenon which took the public com- 
pletely by surprise. Mrs. Howitt, in taking to herself the 
credit of Miss Bremer’s introduction into England, very truly 
observes, that, till she ventured upon the experiment, nothing 
whatever was known among us of Swedish literature. If we 
reflected upon the subject at all, our ideas were of the most 
vague and undefined character ; and far from our forming a 
just estimate of their real merit, we are sure that very few, ex- 
cept perhaps in the foreign reviews, or through the medium of 
German translations, had ever heard the names of Thorild, 
Stagnelius, or Vitalis, not to speak of the more recent au- 
thors, Bottinger, Nicander, Oloff Texell, or Fru (Madame) 
Lengrenn. Certain it is, at all events, that we had no idea 
of the extent and variety of the resources of Swedish litera- 
ture; and perhaps there is not a single department in which 
we were so little prepared to expect any considerable pro- 
ficiency, as that in which Miss Bremer most excels. The 
accounts of the moral and social condition of Sweden with 
which even the most recent tourists—and especially Mr. 
Laing—have made us familiar, were not such as would seem 
to promise the refinement, and even delicacy of sentiment,— 
the elevation of thought,—the tenderness and purity of feel- 
ing, which characterize many of her sketches, though others 
of them are not without traces of levity, if not of grossness. 
It can hardly be considered a drawback on the pleasure with 
which we peruse these delightful stories, that we are irre- 
sistibly led to believe them to be far from impartial, and to 
represent ‘ Life in Sweden ” as much purer and more amiable 
than the melancholy reality. For, if the authoress has dis- 
guised the more coarse and ungraceful traits of national 
manners and elevated the tone of national morality, she has 
made her books, not only more agreeable, but more improving 
thereby ; and we have no hesitation in declaring that what- 
ever is lost to the artistic truth of her sketches, is far more 
than compensated by the immeasurable gain to their moral 
effect and tendency. 

This feeling of wonder to which we have referred is the 
secret of a good deal of Miss Bremer’s popularity. A Swedish 
writer of even tolerable pretensions, was, to the vast majority 
of readers, a phenomenon as little expected as an Esquimaux 
giant, ora Lapland maitre de ballet. The same cause has led, 
as might be expected, to an exaggerated idea of the extent, 
or rather, of the variety, of her powers. In one particular 
department she is unrivalled, but only in one. As the his- 
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torian of the domestic circle,—the chronicler of ‘family cares 
and family joys,"-—we do not know her superior in any 
literature. Were the worship of the Penates—one of the 
most poetical in the whole range of Roman mythology—to 
be revived, she might well be chosen for its priestess; for she 
is perfect mistress of home and all its tenderest and most 
touching mysteries. While her pictures are confined within 
these sacred precincts, we could linger over them for ever. 
There is an indescribable charm about them all: the break- 
fast table, —the family dinner,—the quiet supper party ; even 
the kitchen, and the bakehouse, and the larder: the solemn 
consultation of the heads of the house,—the less sober, but 
more interesting, deliberation of the junior members,—the 
walking parties, and sledging parties; above all, the family 
meetings at the evening fire-side, with all its beautiful revela- 
tions and confidences—its hopes, and fears, and joys. In 
scenes like these, she is without a rival; nor, indeed, do we 
know any author who has everywhere painted with more 
exquisite tenderness and truth, the relations of the family 
circle,—the love of parents for children, and of children for 
parents,—above all, of brothers and sisters for each other ; 
their partings and meetings,—their quarrels and reconcilia- 
tions,—their little struggles to secure each other’s happiness, 
and yet to conceal the effort,—the self-forgetting sacrifices, 
which those only can know and appreciate, who are blest with 
that best of earthly blessings, a sister’s love. All this the 
Swedish authoress can describe with a touching truthfulness 
hardly surpassed even by Dickens in his happiest passages. 
It is impossible to look upon her pictures without recalling 
the memory of many a long-forgotten scene, and reviving 
associations from which we had long been parted. 
“My mither, ah, I see her still ! 
She smiles our sports to see, 
Wi little Jamie on her lap, 


And Jennie at her knee !” 


In a word, within this charmed circle—home—she rules with 
undisputed sway; she is mistress of the heart, and all its 
affections. But take her beyond its limits, and her power is 
gone; she sinks into a second-rate—and, indeed, hardly 
second-rate—imitator of the sickly sentimentalism of the 
French and Gallo-German school. And what is most unfor- 
tunate, with a fatuity from which it is the privilege only of 
tlie very highest order of genius to be exempt, she has been 
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betrayed into a mistake of her vocation, and has devoted 
herself to a line of literature for which she is entirely unfit. 

Mrs. Howitt would have done well, therefore, for the fame of 
her Swedish friend, if she had stopped short after the publica- 
tion of the two first works which she translated. It is hardly 
possible to recognize the later translations—for example, the 
President's Daughters, the Diary, or The H- Family,—as 
the work of the same hand. We meet, it is true, an occa- 
sional trace of the same graphic pencil in them all, but the 
prevailing character is entirely different; and instead of the 
lively and natural, and almost gossiping, narrator of the events 
of every-day life, we find a bad though ambitious imitator of 
the philosophic novelist, pretending to penetrate into all the 
recesses of the human heart, and to lay bare all the springs 
of human passion; and not so much seeking to produce a 
rational and instructive picture of real life, as using the facts 
of the story as a thread whereon to hang a series of psycho- 
logical speculations and metaphysical theories. In the con- 
struction of the plot, too, she is far from felicitous; and 
hence it is, that she is best in those stories which can hardly 
be said to have a plot at all. It is much to be regretted, 
therefore, that she has contrived to introduce into them all 
some ill-conceived episode or other, which, in almost every 
instance, not only is no help to the general interest of the 
story, but might even be omitted with manifest advantage. 
Thus, the character of Baron Stellan, in The Neighbours; 
Sara, in Home; Elizabeth, in The Family; Angelica, 
and still more Don Juan, in The President’s Daughters; might 
each and every one be cut out from their respective tales, 
without the smallest injury to the general plot, and sume of 
them, especially Baron Stellan and Don Juan, with a decided 
advantage to the moral of the story. 

In power of varying her characters, also, she is remark- 
ably deficient. Her heroines are all doubles of Franceska, 
the heroine and narrator of the first tale, The Neighbours ; 
just as much as Lady Morgan’s Miss O'Halloran, or the 
Harolds and Laras of Lord Byron’s poetry. Thus we meet 
Franceska over and over again—as Elise, in Home; as Ma- 
demoiselle Rénnquist, in The President's Daughters ; and as 
Beata, in The Diary. Edla, in The President's Daughters, is 
the very same with Leonore in Home ; and though both are 
most beautiful and instructive sketches, yet some of the co- 
incidences are absolutely tiresome. The same is true of the 
gentlemen also, Lars Anders and Judge Frank, Jacobi 
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and Hervey, Count Alarik and Count Ludwig, are identically 
the same. The names only are changed ; and the necessity of 
varying the action, so as to adapt each to the circumstances 
of his own position, has often betrayed the authoress into 
serious and even painful departures from probability. 

There is another still more serious blemish which we deem 
it our duty not to overlook,—the low standard of domestic 
virtue which she assumes, and the apparent indifference with 
which she supposes or speculates upon, even in some of her 
most amiable characters, departures from morality which a 
well-regulated mind cannot contemplate without horror. We 
shall not go into examples of this grievous defect, which are 
to be met, in a greater or less degree, even in the very best 
of Miss Bremer’s tales. It is evidently an unconscious fault, 
and probably the result of the unhappy state of morals in 
Sweden, so forcibly depicted by Mr. Laing. There are some 
incidents in Miss Bremer’s tales, which, though they are free 
from absolute impropriety, and are redeemed by the general 
correctness of tone which pervades them all, yet argue a very 
low condition of morals indeed in the average society of the 
country for which they were written. 

It is hard to give any general description of her style and 
manner. Mrs. Howitt characterizes her (we think very un- 
happily) as the Miss Austen of Sweden ; and indeed she has 
been compared by her critics to almost every lady novelist 
in the language—to Miss Burney, Miss Edgeworth, Lady 
Morgan (!); nay, what is more surprising, to Oliver Gold- 
smith, and even to Fielding. We shall not yield to the 
temptation of tracing further analogies upon our own account. 
Indeed if her works be taken as a whole, it would be an idle 
effort. We know no more unequal writer, not only in the 
merit, but even in character, of her writings. Nor perhaps is 
there any single one of her works for which anything ap- 
proaching to a counterpart could be found in our language. 
She is herself evidently an admirer of Miss Edgeworth, and 
in the general structure, as well as in many particular pas- 
sages of her earlier publications, she has very successfully 
caught up the tone of this most instructive and charming 
writer. The Home is very little inferior to Miss Edgeworth’s 
best novel, Patronage ; and we have little doubt, that had 
Miss Bremer known her real calling, and laboured faithfully 
to follow it out, she would have equalled in moral influence, 
and perhaps surpassed in general interest and effect, the very 
best fictions of our gifted countrywoman. With all the 
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earnestness of purpose, elevation of thought, and delicate 
discrimination of character, which distinguish Miss Edge- 
worth, her Swedish imitator possesses (within her own sphere) 
a quicker faculty of hitting off the little details of a picture, as 
well as far more liveliness and grace, and infinitely more dra- 
matic power. We say, within her own sphere ; for, unhap- 
pily for her fame, she differs in this respect from the Irish 
novelist, that she does not know, or has been induced to re- 
— the line in which nature had peculiarly fitted her to 
excel. 

Having said so much in the way of general criticism, lest 
we should seem to echo the too indiscriminate praise 
which has been bestowed on Miss Bremer’s novels in many 
of the highest quarters, we shall turn to the much more 
agreeable office of pointing out the numberless beauties of 
this very remarkable writer. As we mean to speak of her 
works generally, and not of any particular tale, we shall not 
embarrass ourselves by attempting an analysis of the several 
stories. It is seldom interesting, and would here be espe- 
cially out of place, inasmuch as the stories contain but little 
of intricacy. We shall be content, therefore, with such 
occasional explanations as, without puzzling the reader with 
a maze of names and incidents, will suffice to make him 
understand the passages which we shall transcribe ; premising 
that we mean to select specimens from almost all the tales, 
without following out any of them to their full denouement. 

Our first shall be from The Neighbours, a delightful tale of 
middle life in Sweden. It is related by the heroine, if so 
matter-of-fact a little lady may be called by this dignified 
title. This is the Franceska of whom we have already spoken; 
and who, if fame may be trusted at such a distance from the 
shores of the Baltic, is no other than the lively authoress 
herself. She is a very plain, unpretending little personage, 
and, at the opening of the story, has just concluded, at 
the staid age of twenty-seven, a quiet and unromantic mar- 
riage with Dr. Lars Anders, a bachelor of fifty, with as little 
romance in his composition as his lady. Both, however, have 
a large share of what is a great deal better than romance— 
sound sense and unsophisticated good-nature, 

The details of the home-coming of the bride and her 
husband, and of their reception by ‘“ Ma chére mére,” 
the step-mother of Lars Anders, are extremely lively, 
and graphically descriptive of Swedish life. But we prefer 
the following sketch of a matrimonial quarrel and reconciii- 
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ation, which may have its lesson at home, as well as in the 
far north from which it is transplanted. ‘The young wife, 
after many happy days at home, has been brought by her 
husband—rather reluctantly, for she was suffering from head- 
ache and ill-humour—to spend a day with the stately old 
“‘chére mre.” The day passes over, not without its désa- 
grémens ; and after dinner her husband offends mortally by 
leaving her for the purpose of playing billiards. After a long 
absence, the unconscious offender returns. We should pre- 
mise that she familiarly speaks of him under the endearing 
appellation of “ Bear.” 


*“ At last Lars Anders came, and then it was time to leave; the 
weather had become fine, and the tea had done me good, but the 
mischief had taken possession of my soul. I was out of humour 
with myself, with my husband, with the whole world; and more 
than this, Bear sat all the time silent, and never seemed to trouble 
himself about my headache, for after he had just asked how I was, 
and I had answered ‘ better,’ he did not speak another word. 

“When I came home I had something in the kitchen to see after, 
and when I returned to the parlour, there had Lars Anders settled 
himself into the sofa, and was blowing the tobacco smoke in long 
wreaths before him while he read the newspaper. He had not 
indeed chosen a suitable time for the breach of our compact. I 
made a remonstrance, and that truly in a lively tone, but in reality 
I was angry. I took, as it were, a bad pleasure in making him 
pay for the annoying day I had passed. 

“¢Pardon!’ exclaimed he in a cheerful voice, and still continued 
to sit with the pipe in his mouth. I would not allow that, for I 
thought the old bachelor might have indulged himself freely enough 
the whole afternoon. 

“He prayed for permission only this once to smoke in the parlour; 
but I would admit of no negotiation, and threatened that if the pipe 
was not immediately taken away, I would go and sit for the whole 
evening in the hall. In the beginning, he besought me jokingly to 
grant him quiet; then he became graver, and prayed earnestly, 
beseechingly ; prayed me at last out of ‘regard to him.’ I saw 
that he wanted to try me; saw that truly from his heart he 
wished I would yield—and I, detestable creature, would not. I 
remained steadfastly, although always cheerfully, by my determina- 
tion, and at last took up my work in order to go out. Then Lars 
Anders laid down his pipe:—oh, if he had been only angry and 
spiteful; if he only would not have laid down his pipe, but would 
have marched out as proud as a nabob, banged the door violently 
after him, and never come back again the whole evening, then 
there would have been some ‘come off’ for me, some comfort, 
something paid for and done with; and then I could have touched 
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over this fatal history so finely and so superficially. But he did 
none of all these; he laid the pipe aside, and remained sitting 
silently ; and with that I began immediately to endure the gnawings 
of conscience: neither did he make any of his grimaces, but re- 
mained looking on his newspaper, with a certain grave and quiet 
mien that went to my heart. I asked him to read aloud; he did 
so, but there was a something in his voice that I was in no condition 
to hear; still, in a sort of stifled bitterness against myself, I must 
yet tyrannise over him. I snatched the newspaper away from him 
—understand, this was in joke—and said I would read it myself; 
he looked at me, and let me have my way. I read, in a tolerably 
cheerful voice, of a debate in the English House of Commons; but 
I could not hold out long. I burst into tears, flew to him, threw 
my arms round his neck, and prayed him to forgive my bad 
humour and my folly. Without answering, he held me close to 
his breast so tenderly, so forgivingly, whilst a tear ran slowly down 
his cheek. Never did I love him so much as in this moment; in 
this moment I felt for him real love! 

“TI would have begun an explanation, but he would not permit it ; 
and now it was my turn to beg of him, if he loved me, to re- 
light his pipe, and to smoke directly at my very side. He refused; 
but I besought him so long and earnestly, besought it as a token of 
continued forgiveness, that he at last yielded. I held my face as 
much as possible over the smoke—it was to me the incense of recon- 
ciliation ; once I was nearly coughing, but I changed this into a 
sigh, and said, “ Ah, my own Bear, your wife would not have been 
so angry if you had not forgotten her for the whole afternoon; she 
lost all patience while she was longing after you.’ 

“*T had not forgotten you, Fanny,’ said he, taking the pipe from 
his mouth, and looking half reproachfully on me; ‘but I was be- 
side a peasant’s painful death-bed in the next hamlet: this prevented 
me from being with you.’ 

* Ashamed to the very soul, I covered my face with my hands— 
I, I who had been fostering such wicked and false mistrusts against 
him, and now in my vanity had been revenging myself—I, un- 
worthy one—I who wished to make him so happy, what sweet 
refreshment had I prepared for the weary, troubled man ! 

“The thought of my folly distresses me even at this very mo- 
ment ; and the only thing that can give me any comfort, is the feeling 
that he and I love one another better since this occurrence than 
before. 

‘Beloved, good Lars Anders! before I will occasion you another 
disagreeable moment, you may smoke every day in parlour, sleep- 
ing room, yes, even in bed itself, if you will; only I pray God that 
the desire to do so may not possess you.” 

No wonder that scenes like these should make home happy. 


** Away from home may be good, but at home is best! So have 
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I often thought during the two pleasant days I have passed quietly 
in looking after my own affairs, in taming my Bear and my little 
animals. All goes on quite well: six hens, three ducks, and two 
turkeys, are now my intimate acquaintance. I have caressed and 
fed the cows to-day—the fine creatures; the largest and handsomest 
of which I have christened Audumbla, in memory of the beautiful 
northern mythology, of which I have read in the symbolical lore of 
the Edda. 

“What of my husband? Since he has given up his little vices, 
he has acquired—God knows how!—continually a greater influence 
over me. This however is certain, that he is good and reasonable. 
Yesterday evening he came into cur best sitting-room with the pipe 
in his mouth, but stood at the doorway looking at me, and made 
such roguish, questioning grimaces, that I sprang up, embraced 
both him and his pipe, and drew them both into the room. I was 
so happy that the pipe did not hate the room—but really too much 
friendship.” 

It would not be easy to convey this lesson—a lesson, we 

fear, not entirely unnecessary, even in the ‘best regulated 
families” among ourselyes—in a happier or more impressive 
way. 
We are induced, by the similarity of subject, to add 
another passage of the same tenor—the reconciliation of a 
father and daughter, after a long and painful estrangement. 
It is from ‘The President’s Daughters.” The first part of 
this tale (which is in every way inferior to the earlier works 
of this author), contains the history of two elder daughters 
of President von P., Adelaide and Edla. The former, a 
beautiful and most amiable girl, is beloved, not only by her 
father, but by the whole circle of their acquaintances. dla, 
plain, sickly, unaccomplished, and uninteresting, meets with 
comparative neglect from all, even her own father. Sensitive 
to an excess, her spirits, as well as her temper, give way 
under this coldness and neglect, to which she is constantly 
subjected, and even the affectionate attentions of her sister, 
Adelaide, become an object of suspicion and distrust. We 
shall transcribe her portrait, before we pass to the scene of 
which we spoke : 

«This unhappy young creature,’ writes her governess, ‘ seemed 
to have a bitter root in her heart, which shed gall over every object 
which surrounded her. She was for the most part silent and re- 
served ; but what she did say was caustic, and what she did was 
unpleasing and unfriendly. Adelaide could not approach her with 
her beneficent warmth and affection, because Edla repelled all 
friendly advances; but Adelaide never replied to her sister’s bitter- 
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ness; she bore her ill-humour quietly, and if she knew anything 
that was agreeable to her she did it. Nevertheless she seemed 
almost to fear her, and rather to avoid any interference with her, 
This connexion between the sisters would have been quite inexpli- 
cable to me had they grown up together; but at the age of eight 
Edla had been sent from her father’s house and placed in a school, 
whence she had only been recalled a year before the death of her 
mother, about two years before my entrance into the family. 

“TI contemplated Edla narrowly, and discovered in her a deep 
and wounded sensibility. What she said often betrayed a convice 
tion of injustice in the distribution of human lots, and great bittere 
ness of mind in consequence. She seemed to feel deeply the human 
inability to avoid suffering and unfortunate fate; she considered 
this fate to be her’s, and yet would not submit to it. She seized 
upon the discordances of life with a keen glance; and pondering 
on the niggardliness of nature towards herself, her eye had be 
come sick, and her heart wounded, ‘These wounds she regarded 
as incurable, and she became reserved to the whole world. Her 
lips never complained, and no one ever saw her eye shed a tear, 
It might be said that her whole life and temperament was a silent, 
bitter, and proud repining. She was irritable and sensitive; but 
shyness and pride prevented her exhibiting her wounded feelings, 
except by a contemptuous and bitter demeanour. Beneath all this, 
however, there existed real power, deep feeling, love of truth, and 
extraordinary, though very much neglected, powers of mind.” 

At length, by a variety of combined influences, a most 
salutary change is effected in her disposition. As yet, how- 
ever, she has not gained the affection or confidence of her 
father, though she pines for it with all the fervour of new- 
born filial love ; and his coldness towards her is rendered 
still more painful by his affectionate preference for her sister 
Adelaide. The description of the working of this feeling is 
among the most successful efforts of the authoress, ‘The 
opportunity at length arrives for a full and cordial expla- 
nation : 


* The President was at this time in great trouble about a journey 
he was forced to make to his mines on the borders of Lapland, and 
from which he could not return till Adelaide’s marriage. The 
summer was rainy and cold, and the President had strong symptoms 
of rheumatism ; and, between you and me, my reader, the President 
was something helpless in attending to himself when he was well, 
and very apt to complain when he was sick, He required more 
than any one else to be surrounded with care and comforts. 

“One evening we were collected round the fire, for the weather 
was so cold that we were obliged to heat almost all the rooms. I 
sat quite near the stove, warming my frozen feet ; Edla was making 
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the tea a little further off in the room; and from the drawing-room 
we heard Adelaide, who was teaching her little sister to sing the 
‘Little Collier Boy.’ The President sat in an arm-chair right be- 
fore the fire, and lamented over his journey, which was to be com- 
menced on the following day. 

* * Were not Adelaide engaged,’ said he, ‘and had such a deal 
to do with her bridal paraphernalia, I would have taken her with 
me: then, at all events, I know that I should have been well at- 
tended to. But now, this is not to be thought of. The household 
requires also to be looked after up there,—who is to do this? If 
the late Frederica lived , 

“T sat just turned towards the President with that side of my 
profile which was like the late Presidentska, and I wondered if 
now, in the moment of embarrassment, this likeness would not 
appear more striking. But the President was silent, looked 
straight into the fire, and bit his seal ring. 

“¢Tf I might—if I could—’ Edla now said, with a voice so weak 
and so trembling that it was scarcely heard. 

‘My genius now whispered to me to seek my knitting in the 
next room, whence I heard the following conversation : 

**¢ What do you say ?’ was the President’s answer to Edla’s stam- 
mering offer. 

“<IfI could be useful to papa,’ she said more firmly, as she came 
nearer, ‘it would make me happy.’ 

“<You!’ said the President, not without bitterness, ‘you have 
more important things to attend to ;—remain you with your studies, 
your books, your Plato.’ 

“‘ Edla was hurt, and made a movement as if to draw back ; but 
conquering herself, she went near, and begged with tearful eyes: 

“Let me go with you,—let me take care of papa! I will will- 
ingly leave everything for that.’ 

**¢T do not exact,’ said the President coldly, ‘such great sacri- 
fices from my children; I do not ask that they should leave their 
pleasures for my comfort. I did so before, perhaps; but I have 
seen I was wrong. Remain you with your books, Edla.’ 

“This moment was decisive. I trembled for fear that Edla’s 
wounded feelings might prevent her from making a new trial on 
the President’s heart; I feared that this moment would for ever 
divide father and daughter from each other. But Edla drew her- 
self a little farther off, and said mildly,— 

“‘« And if my books admonish me of my duty? And if that 
goodness papa has shown me, has made this duty dearer to me than 
everything else?” She stopped: the President said nothing. ‘I 
shall not ask more,’ she continued ; ‘I shall not be obtrusive. Papa 
does not love me, and I know that I have not been in the right,—I 
have not deserved to be loved: but—but I would, if I could, make 
up——’ She stopped again. 
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*¢ The fault has been mutual, Edla,’ said the President with cold 
friendliness. ‘Ihave no right to expect love from you, when I 
have not tried to make you happy; and it would be egotism of me 
were I now to avail myself of what your sentiment of duty offers.’ 

** «Qh, this is hard,—very hard !’ said Edla, with deep pain, but 
without bitterness. She drew herself back, and was about to leave 


the room. 

“Edla!’ called the President hastily, as he turned and stretched 
his arms towards her ; “‘ Edla, my child! come here!’ Large tears 
stood in his eyes. dla threw herself weeping on his bosom. 

“ A silent, long, and heartfelt embrace succeeded, on which the 
angels smiled. 

“*Forgive—forgive,—my child! said the President, with a 
broken voice; ‘I wanted to try you. Your mildness enchants me. 
We shall go together. God bless thee, my child! This was 
wanting to my happiness.’ 

“ Edla let her head rest upon her father’s shoulder, and her tears 
flowed unrepressed. 

** Softly and melodiously Adelaide’s silver voice rose from the 
next room. She sung to the guitar,— 

* Blest, oh blest are they who weep 
On the reconciled breast ; 
Who forgive, forget, and reap 
Rapture from the voice loved best.”—vol. i. p. 240-3. 


It would be difficult to imagine anything more beautiful 
than this. But it is not merely in scenes of this character 
that the author’s power is seen. We shall give one of a very 
opposite description—an outburst of wild and stormy passion 
in one of its most revolting forms—a deadly strife between a 
mother and her son. 

The stately old lady in the Neighbours, “* Ma chere mere,’ 
has a secret history, which comes in as an episode in the main 
story, and is related by her step-son, Lars Anders, to his 
wife. Warm and impetuous in proportion to her apparent 
coldness and insensibility, she had lavished upon her only son, 
Bruno, a boy of ardent and fiery temperament, the tenderness 
which she denied to all others; and under her affectionate, 
but injudicious indulgence, he grew up a wild and ill-regulated 
youth, restrained by no feeling but love and reverence for 
his doating mother. His step-brother, Lars Anders, who 
was brought up along with him, used all his influence to keep 
him within bounds; but at last, in a moment of excitement, 
and driven to despair by a pressing call for a sum of money, 
which he could not otherwise command, the unhappy youth 
is tempted to pilfer from the stores of his mother. The young 
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men were both on the point of setting out for the university ; 
but the theft is discovered before their departure ; and, stung 
to the quick by the taunts of one of the servants who had 
been accused of the theft, the stern mother insists upon prob- 
ing the matter to the bottom. The scene is described with 
great power, though we must say that the character of Bruno, 
generally, is extremely ill-conceived, and very unequally sup- 
ported. 


“ When all had been examined, Ma chére mére cast upon me a 
glance full of maternal love and joy. Alas! she had had suspicions 
of me—of the thoughtful man rather than the wild youth ! and now 
she raised her head, and one could read, in her strong expressive 
countenance, ‘ Thank God ! now I am easy.’ 

“ « Now, then, there are only the things of the young Baron left,’ 
said one of the old servants, respectfully; ‘ but the chest is locked; 
and besides this, it is not necessary.’ 

“¢ That may be,’ said Ma chére mére,’ ‘ but he must fare like the 
rest ; the box shall be broken open.’ 

“«But the young Baron—is not at home,’ said the servant 
anxiously; ‘ we cannot—’ 

“«« His mother commands it,’ said she, warmly. 

“ It was done. 

“With her own hand the mother took out books and clothes 
which had been thrown in in great disorder. Presently the hand 
was withdrawn, as if it had been burnt by red-hot iron; she had 
stumbled upon a bundle of notes. It was the missing money. She 
took it out ; turned it about in her hand ; examined it, as if she 
could not believe her own eyes ; grew paler and paler ; and then 
exclaiming in a voice of inexpressible anguish, ‘My blood! my own 
flesh and blood!’ sank as if lifeless to the floor. 

‘¢ We carried her out ; and our exertions at length recalled her 
to consciousness. ‘Terrible was her awakening. But she shed no 
tear, uttered no word of anger or complaint. She appeared strong 
and determined. 

“ She sent immediately to Pastor Rhen, the clergyman of the 
district. He was a man of iron ; stern, strong, and one ready to 
combat with word or deed, in support of what he considered right ; 
and more than this, he was an honest and faithful friend of Ma chére 
mére. To him she confided this painful circumstance, and they two 
decided the steps which should be taken in consequence. I antici- 
pated what was designed, and made use of the influence I had fre- 
quently found myself to possess with Ma chére mére, to induce her, 
but in vain, to resort to less severe, or, at all events, less violent 
measures. But all my representations were useless ; she merely 
answered, ‘ Unpunished crime only induces to still further crime. 
Bitter must be atoned for by bitter.’ 
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“Tn the evening, about the time when Bruno was expected to 
return—myself; my three brothers, the old servants, and the book- 
keeper, were ordered into Ma chére mére’s apartment. The room 
was dimly lighted ; and there, in its gloomy half-light, sat, ina tall 
armed chair, Bruno’s mother, with Pastor Rhen beside her ; her 
countenance bearing traces of the sorrow which she bore in her 
heart. But over sorrow, and shame, and anger, there prevailed 
such an expression of stern determination as I never saw before in 
a human countenance. 

“Thus then was assembled that small but fearful court of judg- 
ment before which Bruno was to be cited. Here we awaited him 
—a terrible hour ! during which no one spoke ; but I saw, in that 
dull light, the drops of cold sweat stand like beads on the brow of 
that unhappy mother. 

“It was towards the end of September—a stormy evening, and 
a gusty wind shook the casements. One moment it was still, and 
then we heard the fiery clatter of a horse’s hoofs on the court pave- 
ment. Ma chére mére trembled as I had never seen her before. I 
heard a dismal rattling—not of the casements—but of her teeth, as 
they chattered together. My brothers wept; the old servants stood 
dumb, and with downcast glances : an expression of remorse was on 
the countenance of the book keeper, and even the iron-souled pas- 
tor seemed gasping for breath. 

“The door was quickly opened, and Bruno stepped in. I see 
him this moment, as if he stood before me, as he was then—warm 
from riding, and from the storm; full of health and spirit ; I never 
saw him handsomer than then! He came to his mother, longing, 
as he always did, even after only a day’s absence, to throw himself 
into her arms ; but as he reached the door he paused, started, and 
threw a terrified glance on his mother, who covered her face with 
her hands. Bruno grew pale, looked round upon us, and then again 
upon her; she cast a flashing glance upon him, and his countenance 
fell; he became yet paler, and stood there a criminal. 

‘¢ At that moment her voice was heard, hollow and stern, to ac- 
cuse him of theft ; and pointing to his rifled chest, and to the money 
which had been found in it, she demanded his confession. 

“ Bruno acknowledged himself guilty, with an inconceivably bold 
haughtiness, 

“«¢ Fall upon your knees and receive your punishment!’ said 
the stern judge. But Bruno bent not. A consciousness which 
after his haughty confession, seemed to have deprived him 
of all volition, overwhelmed him ; he stood pale as death, his head 
dropped upon his breast, and his eyes riveted to the ground. 

“Pastor Rhen approached him. ‘ Young man,’ said he in a low 
voice, ‘ you have grievously sinned against the commands of God, 
and against your mother—acknowledge your guilt, and submit to 


your punishment.’ ” 
* * * * * * * 
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“¢ ¢ Fall upon your knees, sinner!’ exclaimed Ma chére mere, rais- 
ing herself, and in an awful voice. 

“Bruno cast a dark and threatening glance upon her, which she 
returned, and then he replied proudly, ‘1 will not! What,’ demanded 
he, ‘has this priest to do with me ? I have not desired him. If he 
be here about confessions of guilt, others may come in question as 
well as I! Exasperate me not—or’ 

“¢ Silence!’ said Ma chére mére, gloomily, ‘and answer only to 
my demands. Acknowledge, are you alone guilty in this theft ? 

“‘ Bruno answered only by a dark glance. 

*«* Answer!’ said she hastily, ‘answer! Is there any partner 
with you in this guilt ?” 

*‘ Bruno cast another long look on his mother; and then, with a 
firm voice, said, ‘ No! I alone am guilty.’ 

«Bow down your knee, then, unhappy one!’ said she. ‘Your 
mother, whom you have covered with shame, commands you to en- 
dure the dishonour which you have deserved. Fall down!’ 

“Bruno stamped his foot in wild rage, clenched his fist, and 
darted a furious glance at her. 

“*¢ Compel him down, you people!’ cried Ma chére mére, in ter- 
rible anger: ‘ Priest, if thou art a man, bow the disobedient, de- 
generate son to the earth. Make him humble himself before the 
commands of the Lord.’ 

“ T was about to step between them; but the moment the Pastor 
laid his strong hands on Bruno’s shoulders, they were flung off again 
with a violence which whirled the Pastor completely round. 

‘*¢ Layest thou hands on the servant of the Lord!’ exclaimed the 
Pastor in a frenzy of rage, forgetting himself, and seizing Bruno 
with a sinewy grasp. But Bruno had the strength and elasticity 
of the lion; and, after a strong struggle, the Pastor lay stretched 
on the ground. 

“Seize him! hold him!’ exclaimed Ma chére mére, beside 
herself. 

“ The book-keeper and one of my brothers, who attempted to hold 
him, soon lay by the Pastor; and then Bruno, starting back a few 
paces, seized a staff which stood in a corner of the room, and swing- 
ing it over his head, threatened, with the expression of mad frenzy, 
to strike it upon the face of any one who should dare to approach 
him. 

“No one dared to do so, except his mother, ‘Remain where 
you are,’ said she to the others; and then, with firm steps and quiet 
mien, she approached him, laid her hand upon his head, bowed him 
down before her, and asked, in a voice which made the blood freeze 
in my veins, whether he would submit himself to her will, or receive 
her curse. 

‘Mother and son looked at each other with eyes of flame and de- 
fiance. They stood so, long. Again she repeated the question; 
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and then followed terrible words on both sides. Again all was still; 
the curse-speaking lips became stiff, the haughty glance dimmed, 
and mother and son sank fainting together.” 

This is really overpowering. The picture of that stern 
mother and unbending son, standing face to face in fierce hos- 
tility, is too terrible to look upon. We turn with a sense of 
pleasure, almost of relief, to the delightful story of the 
** Home”—most truly described in its title as a tale of “ Fa- 
mily cares and family joys.” The leading personages of the 
tale are a family in middle rank, Judge Frank and his wife, 
a son, Henrik, and five daughters, Louise, Leonore, Eva, 
Petrea, and little Gabriele. These are all children in the 
commencement of the story, and their characters, as deve- 
loped in infantile years, are described by their mother in a 
very beautiful letter, with which the book opens. The story 
of the parents themselves is not without its own little ro- 
mance of love and jealousy ; but we cannot help considering 
this as a decided blemish. It is but an off-set of the plot, 
and the main interest rests with the children. In course of 
time two other members are added to the family group, 
Jacobi, Henrik’s tutor, a candidate for orders, and Sara, a 
gifted, but wayward and unamiable orphan girl, adopted by 
the tender-hearted judge and his wife. The latter is an un- 
necessary, and far from agreeable excrescence upon the story, 
to the moral of which it contributes but very questionably. 

In the delineation of the characters of the sisters, Miss 
Bremer is more happy than in any other of her works. Each 
of them is a distinct individuality, and the part assigned to 
each is, with few exceptions, well and judiciously sustained. 

We would gladly extract at great length from this de- 
lightful tale ; but we cannot afford more than a few morsels. 

What acharming family re-union is the following! Henrik 
and his tutor have just returned from the university, after a 
protracted absence, and are gone to change their travelling 
dress before supper :— 

“¢ By Jove, my dear girls, how comfortable it is here!’ exclaimed 
the judge, in the joy of his heart as he saw the library thus popu- 
lous, and in its, for the future, every-day state. ‘Are you comfort- 
able on the sofa there, Elise? Let me get you a foot-stool. No, 
sit still my child! what are men for in this world?’ 

“The Candidate—we beg his pardon, the Master Jacobi—appeared 
no longer to be the same person who had an hour before stood there 
in his wet dress, as he made his appearance, handsomely apparelled, 
with his young friend, before the ladies; and his countenance actually 
beamed with delight at the joyful scene which he there witnessed. 
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“People now examined one another. ‘They discovered that Hen- 
tik had become paler as well as thinner; which Henrik received 
as a compliment to his studies. Jacobi wished also a compliment 
on his studies, but it was unanimously refused to him, on account 
of his blooming appearance. Louise thought privately to herself 
that Jacobi’s bearing was considerably more manly; that he had a 
simpler and more decided demeanour; he was become, she thought, 
a little more like her father. Her father was Louise’s ideal of per- 
fection. 

‘‘ Little Gabriele blushed deeply, and half hid herself behind her 
mother, as her brother addressed her. 

“« How is your highness, my most gracious princess Turndot!’ 
said he, ‘has your highness no riddle at hand with which to confute 
weak heads? 

“ Her little highness looked in the highest degree confused, and 
withdrew the hand which her brother kissed again and again-—Ga- 
bricle was quite bashful before the tall student. 

“ Henrik had a little ¢éte-d-téte with every sister, but it was 
somewhat short and cold with Sara; after which he seated himself 
by his mother, took her hand in his, and a lively conversation began 
while Eva handed about the confectionary. 

“« But what is amiss now?’ asked Henrik suddenly, ‘ Why have 
the sisters all left us to take counsel together there, with such im- 
portant judge-like faces? Is the nation in danger? May not I go, 
in order to save the native land? If one could only first have eaten 
one’s supper in peace,’ added he, speaking aside, after the manner 
of the stage. 

“ But it was precisely about the supper they were talking. There 
was great danger that the pancakes would not succeed; and Louise 
could not prevent Henrik and Jacobi running down into the 
kitchen, where, to the greatest amusement of the young ladies and 
the tragi-comic despair of the cook, they acted their parts as cooks 
so ridiculously, that Louise was obliged at last, with an imposing 
air, to put an end to the laughter, to the joking, and to the burnt 
pancakes, in order that she herself might put her hand to the work. 
Under her eye all went well; the pancakes turned out excellently. 
Jacobi besought one from her own hand, as wages for his work; 
graciously obtained it, and then swallowed the hot gift with such 
rapture, that it certainly must have burned him inwardly, had it 
not been for another species of warmth—which we consider very 
probable—a certain well-known spiritual fire, which counteracted 
the natural burning, and made it harmless. Have we not here, in 
all simplicity, suggested something of a homeopathic nature? 

“ But we will leave the kitchen, that we may seat ourselves with 
the family at the supper-table, where the mother’s savouring white 
pancakes, and the thick ones for Henrik, were to be found, and 
where, with raspberry cream, the whole was devoured with the 
greatest enjoyment. 
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“ After this they drank the health of the travellers, and sang a 
merry little song, made by Petrea. The father was quite pleased 
with Petrea, who, quite electrified, sang too with all her might, al- 
though not with a most harmonious voice; which, however, did not 
annoy her father’s somewhat unmusical ear. 

**¢She screams above them all,’ said he to his wife, who was 
considerably less charmed than he with the accompaniment.”—i. 
pp. 186-9. 


Soon after the return of Henrik and his tutor, the whole 
family are invited to a bridal party, where, according to 
Swedish usage, the hospitalities are kept up with spirit for 
an entire week. We wish it were possible to transfer the 
whole chapter to our pages—the preparations of the sisters 
for the party, their purchases, their conferences, and their 
anticipations. The following scene would, under any cireum- 
stances, be extremely amusing ; but we prize it more for the 
deep and tender moral it contains. Each of the sisters, in 
pursuance of a wise arrangement of their mother, had been en- 
trusted with a sum of money, which she might expend accord- 
ing to her own judgment in such purchases as were necessary 
for her preparations. The characters are extremely well 
brought out in the account of their several negociations ; and, 
as if for the sake of contrast, the adopted sister Sara is de- 
scribed as selfish enough to take advantage of the generous 
affection of the simple-minded Petrea, by accepting her offer 
of the sum allotted to herself, to be expended along with 
Sara’s own money in purchasing a more costly dress than any 
of the rest. They are all naturally indignant at this unworthy 
and selfish proceeding. Poor Petrea is driven to great straits 
in furbishing up some old dress for the occasion; and, in the 
end, high words are exchanged between the eldest sister and 
the unamiable Sara. Their mother, however, succeeds in 
restoring peace, and in ashort time they are as if nothing had 
occurred to disturb their cordial sisterly affection. 

“«¢ There are certainly too many bitter almonds in this; it does 
not taste good,’ said Elise, setting down a glass of almond milk. 

“ «Be pleased with us, dear mother,’ whispered Eva tenderly, 
‘ we are all friends again.’ 

“The mother saw it in their beautiful beaming eyes; she read 
it in Louise’s quick glance, as she turned round from the table, 
where she was helping Sara with her tunic, and looked at her 
mother. Elise nodded joyfully both to her and Eva, * * * * 
‘Mamma, dear,’ said Gabriele, ‘we must certainly do something 
towards Petrea’s toilette, otherwise she will not be presentable.’ 

“But Louise took Petrea’s gauze dress secretly in hand, and 
sate up over it till midnight, and adorned it so, with her own 
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ribbons and lace, that it was more presentable than it had ever 
been before. 

“ Petrea kissed her skilful hands for all that they had done. 
Eva,—yet we will for the present keep silent on her arrangements. 

*‘ But dost thou know, O reader !—yes, certainly thou dost !— 
the zephyrs which call forth spring in the land of the soul—which 
call forth flowers, and make the air pure and delicious? Certainly 
thou knowest them,—the little, easy, quiet, unpretending, almost 
invisible, and yet powerful—in one word, human kindnesses. 

* Since these have taken up their abode in the Franks’ family, we 
see nothing that can prevent a general joyful party of pleasure. 
But yes !—it is true— 

“ PeTREA’s Nose ! 

“This was, as we have often remarked, large and somewhat 
clumsy. Petrea had a great desire to conform it, particularly for 
the coming festivities. 

“*¢ What have you done to your nose? What is amiss with your 
nose?” were the questions which assailed Petrea on all sides, as she 
came down to breakfast on the eventful day. 

“ Half-laughing and half-crying, Petrea related how she had 
made use of some innocent machinery during the night, by which 
she had hoped somewhat to alter the form of this offending feature, 
the consequence of which had, unfortunately, been the fixing a 
fiery red saddle across it, and a considerable swelling beside. 

**Don’t cry, my dear girl,’ said her mother, bathing it with 
oatmeal-water, ‘it will only inflame your nose the more.’ 

“¢ Ah,’ burst forth poor Petrea, ‘any body is really unfortunate 
who has such a nose as mine! What in the world can they do 
with it? They must go into a convent.’ 

«Tt is very much better,’ said her mother, ‘ to do as one of my 
friends did, who had a very large nose, much larger than yours, Petrea.’ 

**¢ Ah, what did she do?’ asked Petrea eagerly. 

‘< «She made herse!f so beloved, that her nose was beloved too,’ 
said her mother. ‘Her friends declared that they saw nothing so 
gladly as her nose when it came in at the door, and that, without 
it she would have been nothing.’ 

“ Petrea laughed, and looked quite cheerful. ‘ Ah,’ said she, 
‘if my nose can but be beloved, I shall be quite reconciled to it.’ 

*«« You must endeavour to grow above it,’ said the good prudent 
mother, jestingly, but significantly.”—i. pp. 255-7. 

But there is yet another still more beautiful little incident 
connected with this all-important festivity. Leonore, the 
third girl, was too delicate to join the party. Her character 
may be gathered from the description already given of Edla, 
the President’s daughter. Notwithstanding an occasional 
fit of moroseness and discontent, however, she is, in reality, 
a warm-hearted and affectionate girl, and the sisters vie with 
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each other in their devoted attention to all her wants and 
wishes. The struggle of each, on this memorable occasion, 
to be permitted to remain at home with the poor invalid, is 
beautifully portrayed ; as well as her unwillingness that any 
of them should forfeit their share of enjoyment on her ac- 
count. At last, all seemingly yield to her importunity, and 
take leave of her in travelling costume ; but, scarcely have 
they gone, when poor Leonore’s old feeling of discontent 
returns, and she begins to repine again at the fancied neglect, 
to which, as she imagines, her deficiencies have condemned 
her. While she sits alone in this gloomy and repining mood, 
the door suddenly opens, and Eva enters. She had but 
seemed to take leave along with the rest, partly to avoid 
Leonore’s importunity, partly to heighten the pleasure of the 
surprise. Now be it remembered, that Eva was the beauty 
of the family, and the one to whom the sacrifice was greatest. 
Her efforts to cheer the poor desponding invalid, are, in our 
judgment, extremely simple and natural : 

** But, dear Leonore, I assure you, you are unjust towards your- 
self. Your figure, for example is very good; your eyes have 
something so expressive,— something, at the same time, so soft and 
so earnest; your hair is of a beautiful brown,—it would become 
you so, if it were better dressed ; but wait awhile, when you are 
better I will help you to do it, and then you shall see.’ 

**¢ And my mouth,’ said poor Leonore, ‘ that goes from ear to ear, 
and my nose is so flat and so long,—how will you mend that ?” 

““¢ Your mouth ?’ said Eva; ‘ why yes, it is a little large; but 
your teeth are regular, and with a little care would be quite white. 
And your nose ? let me see; yes, if there were a little elevation— 
a little ridge in it, it would be quite good too. Let me see, I really 
believe it begins to elevate itself ! yes, actually, I see plainly enough 
the beginning of a ridge! and do you know, if it come, and when 
you are well, and have naturally a fresh colour, I think that you 
will be really pretty.’ 

“* Ah! if I can ever believe that!’ said Leonore, sighing, at the 
same time that an involuntary smile lit up her countenance. 

**« And even if you are not so very lovely,’ continued Eva, ‘ you 
know that yet you can be infinitely agreeable; you have something 
peculiarly so in your demeanour, I heard my father say so this 
very day.’ 

“« Did he really say so ?’ said Leonore, her countenance growing 
brighter and brighter. 

“¢ Yes indeed he did!’ replied her sister. ‘ But ah ! Leonore, 
after all, what is beauty ? It fades away, and at last is laid in the 
black earth and becomes dust; and even while it is blooming, it is 
not all-sutlicient to make us either beloved or happy! It certainly 
has no intrinsic value.’ 
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** Never was the power of beauty depreciated by more beautiful 
lips. Leonore looked at her and sighed. 

«No, Leonore,’ continued she, ‘do not trouble yourself to be 
beautiful. This, it is true, may at times be very pleasant, but it 
certainly is not necessary to make us either beloved or happy. I 
am convinced, that if you were not in the least prettier than you 
are, yet that you might, if you would, in your own peculiar way, 
be as much in favour, and as much beloved, as the prettiest girl in 
the world.’ 

“* Ah!’ said Leonore, ‘if I were only beloved by my nearest 
connexions! What a divine thing it is to be beloved by one’s own 
family !’ 

“* But that you can be, that you will be, if you only will. Ah! 
if you only were always as you are sometimes,—and that you are 
more and more so, and I love you more and more,—infinitely I 
love you.’ ”—vol. i. p. 264-6. 


There is frequently a liveliness and spirit in Miss Bremer’s 
sketches, not excelled by the very best of the modern novelists. 
What could be better than the following scrap of a dinner- 
tableconversation, in the beginning of the President's Daughters. 
Mademoiselle Rénnquist, the narrator of the story, has the 
good fortune to find a place beside a gentleman who knows 
everybody, and has an eye for every dish upon the table. 
The mixture of gallantry and gastronomy, of gourmandism 
and good nature,—the medley of criticisms on the company 
and on the fare, is absolutely irresistible. 

“ «Count Alarik W.,’ said he, ‘is one of the most excellent and 
extraordinary men that I know. He served with distinguished 
bravery in the German war. When peace was made for Sweden, 
he retired from the army, and withdrew altogether from the world, 
devoting himself to science and philosophy, on an old family estate, 
which had come to his hands in a ruinous condition, and loaded 
with debt——don’t burn yourself with the bouillon! Ah! I see 
you have cold milk to satisfy the demands of needy creditors, 
he sold whatever valuables he had inherited from his forefathers, 
and lived for many years in extremely narrow circumstances; nay, 
he was even, I believe, poor. Now, however, he has improved his 
lands ; which, after all, are not large, and make no Croesus of him 

O! oysters, oysters! thank Heaven! and the most delicious 
grouse! this @ la daube is the hostess’s crown !——they say now 
that he is come out into the world again to look about for a rich 
wife; but I don’t believe it.’ 

“«¢ And why not?’ asked I. 

“¢ Madeira or port wine, my most gracious ?—— He is not the 
man,’ continued my neighbour, as he filled his glass. ‘ Not that I 
think there is anything wrong in a man looking for money and a 
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wife at the same time—I am just doing the same myself—but 
Alarik has his own notions. He is an uncommon and an excellent 
man—a true lion nature, and I have only one thing against him ; 
that he is too particular, too obstinate, and even severe to harshness 
against the weaknesses of others—— poached eggs and mushrooms 
—a little weak....... 

“«« They say now, that he is to marry the President’s step-daughter, 
Countess Augusta U. Well, she is handsome, and extremely rich, 
and does not seem very much to hate him; but, after all, I know 
a wife that would suit him better cold pike with shrimp sauce 
—almost too salt—aj! aj!’ 

**¢ And who then is it ?’ asked I. 

“<¢ Just that good, beautiful angel to whom he is now talking.’ 

* T looked, and saw Count Alarik leaning over Adelaide’s chair ; 
they were both laughing. 

“«* Faith, a handsome couple,’ continued my neighbour. ‘ No, 
but this is pleasant! Ihave not seen him laugh so heartily since 
his brother’s death. Now; let us look a little at the rest of the 
good people here. What luxury in toilette and eating! our finances 
must suffer; we must be ruined, all and every one of us! what 
is this again? Fowls with oyster sauce! for the second, third, 
fourth times, welcome, ye oysters! One cannot live without 
oysters!——Do you see that pale, fine countenance, expressive 
both of talent and goodness, and who contemplates that lovely Miss 
Adelaide with such sincere admiration? Can you believe that 
fortune and the world have done all they could to spoil her, and 
have not succeeded ? She never ceases to forget herself for others. 
That young man standing behind her chair there, seems to have 
very kind intentions towards her..... And there is Aunt Gunilla 
in a turban, than which Mahomet could not have a finer! Twenty 
years ago, a little girl who was fed on morning dew and parsley, 
and now a great lady—is it not quite wonderful that we mean quite 
a different thing when we say, ‘‘a great lady,” to what we mean 
when we say, “a great man ?”—she eats with a keen connoisseur’s 
tongue from every dish, and thinks meanwhile on her supper next 
week ; I hope she will invite me !—— pudding ? That was a pity! 
No, I thank you!—— Baroness B. is charmingly beautiful this 
evening—and her husband, as usual, jealous of that little fair 
gentleman, who certainly never thought of anything wrong, but 
who has become the man’s béte noire. Look at that betrothed pair 
who have flitted through the honeymoon before the bridal—— hem! 
aj! aj! there, two servants came in contact! Preserve the roast! 

I am sorry for that young woman ; she tries to be gay, but is 
pale, and scarcely can eat; and that because her husband sits at the 
card-table, and takes the food from the mouths of his children, or 
others, which is no better. Look at the Mamselles T., who are 
eating turkey and giggling! and their father, who swallows them 
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with his eyes, and thinks nothing on the whole earth so charming 
as his daughters. ‘ They are wonderful, wonderful,” he says. A 
happy family ! you will drink, I hope, a glass of negus? See, 
here we have an Etna!—admire in this ice-cake the power of art 
to unite cold and heat, and, by means of the agreeable, to destroy 
the appetite, which is such an especial means of health——-look, 
now, how anxiously mamma yonder winks to her young daughter 
not to eat, and how dutifully she lays down the spoon which was 
just at her lips—such a daughter would just suit me. We have 
really a very fine collection of people listen, what a noise and 
hum, just like a bee-hive when it is about to swarm. It is really 
wonderful how people are capable of talking so incessantly. —— The 
women really dress themselves well in our days; elegance without 
extravagance, an agreeable medium, with the exception of what 
regards arms, and that strikes both my eyes and my shoulders. 
But see the heads of the young ladies, how beautiful they are with 
their uncovered hair. May I kelp you to jelly ?’—vol. i. p. 29-33. 








We must make room for one other extract,—a Swedish 
housewife’s troubles at the arrival of a fashionable party, for 
whom she sees no means of providing with due credit to her 
housekeeping. The scene is an humble rustic parsonage, 
and the heroine is the sister of the parson, Pastor Hervey. 

*¢¢ Where is Maria ?’ 

“Tam at this moment a little ashamed of Maria, since no one 
can look less festively arrayed than she. She will only prepare a 
banquet for those who have forgotten themselves. She stands still 
and hot at the oven, and bakes fine bread. The greatest consterna- 
tion shows itself in her countenance, while, in the deepest anxiety, 
she gazes round her, with the words—‘Our maid-servants are 
gone out! The house full of guests !—The countess !—Supper !— 
I here! white bread must be baked, and both girls are out !’ 

“JT will venture to assert that none of my fair readers will 
peruse this without the greatest sympathy for Maria, and even a 
little sympathetic distress. If they wish, however, to get rid of 
this distress, it is only necessary to accompany me a little farther. 
Maria, between her oven and her anxiety, would have lost her wits, 
if her brother, like a consoling angel, had not suddenly made his 
appearance, and, with friendly words, active help, and pleasant 
jokes, put to flight her trouble. She took courage,—all will go 
well; and from this it came to pass, that the baking turned out so 
admirably,—for, in fact, when the cakes in the oven rise well, the 
heart of the housewife rises with them. Maria felicitated herself 
on being able to treat her guests with her beautiful white bread, 
particularly the lovely Nina, whom, with a maiden’s enthusiasm, 
she admired. For her was an especial cake baked. 

“‘ Maria speedily spread the cloth in the eating-room, and her 
brother spoke courage to her. He himself helped to cut bread, 
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and to set on the table the dishes of curd; so that his sister became 
quite easy and cheerful. Will you see Maria? She is like a 
thousand others,—fair, kind, blue-eyed, of features by no means 
remarkable, but with an expression of good-nature. Her dress 
was something worn, but far from being worn out; a warm heart, 
a good understanding, in whose joys house-keeping and heaven 
occupy the whole space, without iuch fascination; diligent, con- 
scientious, affectionate, indefatigable—the first up, the last to bed; 
you see, in a word, before you, one of the many who live for others 
—of those who will probably think for the first time of themselves, 
when the Lord of the world says to them—‘“ Thou good and faith- 
ful servant, thou hast been faithful in a few things, enter thou into 
the joy of thy Lord.’ But for such an one what joy can there pro- 
bably be, except that of being able yet more freely to live and work 
for those that she loves ? 

“But we loiter—Maria does not. She has set the cold roast 
meat, the steaming potatoes, and the fresh butter, on the table; she 
has conducted the guests into the eating-room, and has invited 
them kindly and somewhat embarrassed to partake, and wishes that 
they may enjoy the repast. 

“‘ Here, also, the countess found herself quite out in her expecta- 
tions, and saw not the smallest thing at which she could have 
smiled. For here all was too pretentionless and too good. The 
meal resembled rather an idyllean banquet, than a supper ‘ at the 
countess’s visit.’ And in truth the milk, with the excellent cream, 
she found, as well as the rest, so delicious after the long walk, that 
she bestowed a particular attention upon the dish. It did not 
escape her, however, that Hervey was more gay and social than 
usual. He looked around him as if he would bless everybody. But 
while all are eating, chatting, and laughing, I will make a little 
digression, and say a word with the 

FATHERS OF FAMILIES. 

*‘ Thou who sittest at thy table like a thunder-cloud charged with 
lightning, and scoldest the wife and the cook about the dinner, so 
that the morsel sticks in the throat of the mother and children,— 
thou who makest unhappy wife, and child, and servants,—thou 
who preparest for every dish a bitter sauce out of thy gall,—shame 
and indigestion to thee! 

But— 

“Honour and long life to a good stomach, and especially all good 
to thee who sittest at thy table like bright sunshine; thou who 
lookest round thee to bless the enjoyment of thy family,—by thy 
friendly glance, thy kind speech callest forth sportiveness and appe- 
tite, and thereby lendest to the gifts of God a better strength, a 
finer flavour than the profoundest art of the cook is able to confer 
upon them,—honour to thee, and joys in abundance. May good- 
will ever spread the table for thee; may friendly faces ever sit 
round thy dishes. Honour and joy to thee !”—vol. iii. pp. 97-100, 
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With such charming tableaux as these before him, the 
reader will forget all the criticisms with which we began. 
Nor shall we be sorry if he does; for we ourselves have not 
had the heart to say a word on the improbable and unskilful 
combinations in which they are too often found. 

In conclusion, we may say with perfect truth, that in the 
earlier stories there are comparatively few of these blemishes ; 
and though here and there a few incidents or allusions may be 
met, which we should be glad to see withdrawn, yet, when 
we contrast the general healthy and natural tone which charac- 
terises the Swedish novels as a collection, with the diseased 
and unnatural spirit of the seductive trash poured in upon us 
from the French and German markets—the works of Goethe, 
and Spindler, and those of Balzac, Sand, Sue, and Victor 
Hugo—we cannot be sufficiently grateful to Mrs. Howitt for 
this important addition to our stock of foreign fiction. Most 
of the stories may be read with interest throughout ; all con- 
tain numberless passages of great beauty and power. ‘There 
are scenes in Home which might draw tears from the most 
hackneyed novel reader; and if we may be allowed to judge 
from ourselves, there are few of us who might not rise from 
the perusal of this charming book with softened, and, per- 
haps, improved, hearts—hearts touched by the recollection of 
times and scenes when we were happier, because more humble 
and more innocent than now; and it may be, by the desire of 
regaining that guileless innocence which years and intercourse 
with the world have too completely rubbed away, and that 
peace and happiness which were at once its accompaniment 
and its reward, 








Art. IV.—Considérations sur les Ordres Religieux, addressées 
aux Amis des Sciences. Par le Baron A. Cauchy, Membre 
de Académie des Sciences de Paris, de la Société Ita- 
lienne, de la Société Royale de Londres, des Académies de 
Berlin, de St. Petersbourg, de Prague, de Stockholm, de 
Gottingue, de la Societe Ameéricaine, &c. &c. Paris: 1844. 

rq X\HE work of which we are about to give an account, is one 

of the numerous protests of the French Catholic press 
against the unsatisfactory relations of Church and State. It 
claims the repeal of jealous legal restrictions as due, not only 
to the Church, but to the social and scientific interests of the 
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kingdom. ‘The university controversy is already well known 
to the readers of the Dublin Review. The controversy on 
the religious orders, though of less general interest, has of 
late acquired an importance proportionate to the revival of 
Christian faith. Baron A. Cauchy’s Considerations, recom- 
mended by a reputation of the first order in science, and 
free from the suspicion of partiality to the cloister, may open 
the eyes of his countrymen to the merits of a system which is 
blended with the noblest associations of France, and is des- 
tined to a conspicuous part in her regeneration. 

In his preface he hints that he had been once opposed to 
religious orders, and that he had even collected historical 
materials as the grounds of his opposition. But as his 
researches extended, his prejudices yielded to the conviction 
that the monastery, in past ages, was a vital principle in 
civilization, and that in the present age it could be equally 
useful. Not that its action would be now equally extensive ; 
for the Baron does not dream that the modern monastery 
need combine, like the old, all the functions of a host of our 
modern societies—agricultural and horticultural, societies for 
the reclamation of waste lands, for the construction of roads 
and bridges, for the encouragement of painting, sculpture and 
architecture, and the preservation of public documents; or 
that the modern monk should, like the old, be at once hotel- 
keeper, and poor-law guardian, and printer and publisher, 
and professor and schoolmaster. Such were the monk and 
his monastery in olden times, as Protestants, at home and 
abroad, now generally admit. But the wants of the present 
age do not demand all those duties. If he hallows the school, 
cheers the hospital, reforms the prison ; if he opens a port 
for the guilty, beaten by the storms of the world, and for the 
innocent, whom Christ inspires to leave all to follow Him; if, 
by his example, he warns all to look forward to the eternal 
years, and, by the silent influence of his monastery, circulates 
the life blood of Catholic piety through the Church, he can 
resign to others the duties imposed upon him by the pupilage 
of ancient society, and seek the kingdom of God and his jus- 
tice, undisturbed by earthly cares. This is all that Baron A. 
Cauchy requires. This is all that he demands from the 
French government, in the name of the Catholic Church and 
of the French charter. He demands that the laws of man 
should not oppose or punish the vocations of heaven. He 
might be visionary, if he imagined a new generation of Cister- 
cians improving the French soil which their good fathers 
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reclaimed; a new family of the monks of Cluny making their 
chapel a “ Palais des beaux arts;” in every department of 
France ; a new legion of the monks of mercy, in their white 
robes and red and blue cross, bearing over the Mediterranean, 
liberty to the dungeons of Morocco and Algiers, or, in fine, 
fresh hosts of military orders protecting Europe, on the 
north, from the pagans, and on the south and east from the 
Mahometan ; the necessity of these institutions has passed 
away with circumstances ; but while the Catholic faith is a 
reality, men will make the three vows, which form the essence 
of the religious life ; and devote themselves to what Christian 
charity may point out as the most pressing exigencies of the 
age. Liberty to devote themselves to the good of their 
country, without privilege, or endowment, or favour, is the 
demand of Baron A. Cauchy for the religious of France. 

The accident that made the Baron the apologist of the 
religious orders, exhibits his motives in a most amiable light. 
As professor in some of the scientific institutions of the ca- 
pital, he had seen young candidates of the religious orders 
attending his lectures. Several of them, in course of time, 
did honour to their master, and had they not chosen the 
cowl, would have adorned the first chairs in the university. 
But as the law stands, they think themselves happy that they 
are allowed to live in France; that they are not compelled to 
carry their knowledge to other climes, provided they keep it 
themselves, do not dispute the sway of the autocrat of the 
university, and suffer in patience the calumnies of the univer- 
sity press and professors against the history, laws, and living 
members of all the religious institutes of France. 

With a zeal for science, honourable in a professor, and for 
religion, meritorious in a Christian, Baron A. Cauchy protests 
against such injustice, as disgraceful to the spirit of French 
institutions. ‘The young men who surrounded his chair were 
not asked, in their various professions, whether they were 
Lutherans or Calvinists, Catholics or infidels. Sect or irre- 
ligion was no bar to promotion. But the three vows of po- 
verty, chastity, and obedience,—vows approved by the Catho- 
lic Church as the most perfect form of her moral code,—put a 
man out of the pale of the charter, for that very religion 
whose liberty the charter expressly proclaims! Religious 
liberty, that opens all offices to all religions or no religion, 
locks the doors of the monastery, or holds over the heads of 
its inmates, vague laws that leave them at the mercy of a 
common policeman! We fear that we detract from the 
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value of Baron A. Cauchy’s services by dwelling on this point. 
a a consistent politician, whatever be his creed, must 
see the propriety of permitting the freest extension of reli- 
gious associations solemnly approved by the Catholic Church. 
She has the same chartered right to liberty that the people 
have to representation, or the king to his throne. 

The opposition to the religious orders appears the more 
extraordinary, when we consider that in France there are 
more than thirty millions of professing Catholics under the 
government of more than thirty thousand priests, paid by the 
state. If jealousy of ecclesiastical influence be a motive for 
proscribing the monk or nun, ought not the priest, who lives 
in the world, to be infinitely more dangerous? and yet the 
priest receives his pension, and is even exempted from some 
of the common burdens of citizenship. Is the convent an 
enemy of the throne of 1830? is it a school of absolute mo- 
narchy? does it impede the workings of free institutions ? 
does it hold the deposing power of the Pope? or refuse to 
pay taxes? or claim any privilege possessed before the revo- 
lution? No; but it is a symptom of vigorous health in a 
creed which, the philosophers say, is dead; it is an agency 
neither connected with, nor dependent on, the state ; and for 
that very reason an object of jealousy, where no association, 
political or literary, of more than twenty members is per- 
mitted without the consent of the police. As this power of 
associating in twenties is the amount of French political li- 
berty, if the same power were allowed to the religious, there 
might be no reason of complaint on the score of equal law ; 
but alarmed at the progress of religious institutes, the philo- 
sophic party seeks to rob them of that power. An edict of 
the empire is produced which dissolves all religious associa- 
tions formed without the consent of government; and on 
that edict of a tyrant, the friends of liberty demand the sup- 
pression of some of the religious institutes of France. But 
as M. Vatismenil, an eminent lawyer, already noticed in our 
Review, clearly shows, the imperial edict has been repealed 
by the sixth article of the criminal code ; and on the faith of 
that article numerous religious associations have been esta- 
blished. The limitation of the number of members to twenty 
does not affect persons living in the same house ; and cannot 
therefore affect the members of the same convent. But no 
convent or religious association whatsoever can receive any 
donations or bequests, unless it has received the authoriza- 
tion of the state. Has M. Guizot given a lesson to Peel § 
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Such is the French law on religious institutes. It appears 
stringent enough, even for the most bitter prejudices, but 
the men against whom Baron A. Cauchy writes are not satis- 
fied. They would destroy the convent altogether, and supply 
its place by government officials,—the pliant instruments of 
an absorbing centralization. The following extracts give his 
views on the duty of the state towards the religious orders, 
their objects and social influence ; and especially on those 
which he considers most imperiously demanded by the present 
necessities of his country. 

“ Man being born for society, it is, of course, natural that indi- 
viduals should unite together, and form what are called associations. 
When the object of these associations is good, it is the interest of 
all, not to discourage, but to protect them. To suppose that we 
can, without a reasonable motive, destroy with impunity these 
private associations,—that we can dissolve them without injuring 
the general interests of society,—is the same as to suppose that we 
could preserve uninjured a piece of ice or crystal, though we, at the 
same time, liquified by the dissolving action of caloric, the different 
parts of which it is composed. 

“ An isolated individual soon is made sensible of his weakness. 
Associations are necessary for men, to strengthen and incite them 
to labour, to inspire mutual encouragement for the prosecution of 
useful enterprises, and to insure their success, by the combination 
of many exertions for one object. So imperious is the impulse of 
human nature to association, that if men are not permitted to asso- 
ciate for good objects, they will associate for evil. Proscribe those 
useful associations, that pursue with perseverance an object which 
they are not afraid to avow, and you will soon see dark associations 
extend themselves, scattering the seeds of disorder, and threatening 
the ruin of the state. The legislator can no more annihilate that 
indestructible force which impels men to association, than the 
chemist or the natural philosopher can annihilate those internal 
forces that act from atom to atom, in solid or fluid bodies,—forces 
salutary or fatal in their effects, according to their good or evil 
directions. 

“ Of all private associations which may be useful to society in 
general, those which deserve especial favour and protection, those 
which it is most desirable to propagate and extend, are associations 
for disinterested sacrifice. When men associate for the cultivation 
of the earth, for the formation of canals, for the construction of 
rail-roads, or the utilization of recent discoveries, they confer 
signal benefits on agriculture, commerce, and industry. But if 
they associate for sacrifice, what services will they not do their 
country, civilization, and the whole human race !” 


In an age when association seems the presiding spirit in 
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all human pursuits, no ono contests the truth of the preced- 
ing remarks. It would be waste of time to transcribe them, 
if they did not show how utterly the antagonists of Baron 
de Cauchy forget the spirit of their age, the natural rights 
of man, of which they boast themselves the champions, and 
that charter, which they hold cheaply purchased by the 
blood and subsequent anarchy of 1830. They teach us, more- 
over, the value of the pretensions of French Liberals to 
enlarged and enlightened statesmanship. Patents and autho- 
rizations are at hand for whatever gratifies the animal crav- 
ings of avarice or luxury. Encouragement, worthy of the 
imitation of other governments, is also given to literature 
and the fine arts; but if the Church, to whose prelates the 
infidel Gibbon attributes the growth and strength of the 
French nation, wishes to extend religious associations, her 
applications are rejected, or hampered with restrictions de- 
vised by the tyrannical spirit of the republic and the empire, 
although these associations seek to remedy social evils which 
defy the skill and excite the despair of political economists. 
Let philosophers dream as they please on the desoins of so- 
ciety, and amuse themselves with sounding abstractions on 
the progrés humanitaire, they cannot banish poverty, and ig- 
norance, and discontent. St. Simonian schemes for levelling 
all distinctions of rank, and introducing a community of pro- 
perty, will always have advocates ; the facilities of commu- 
nication which now aid the accumulation of wealth, will 
enable the poverty-stricken masses to know their strength, 
and act with concert, and excite convulsions which could 
be more easily prevented by the active beneficence of religious 
associations, than resisted by bayonets and the combination 
of kings. 

“Society cannot subsist unless its members impose upon them- 
selves continual sacrifices. If society, at this moment, suffers from 
deep and dangerous wounds; if cupidity, egotism, and ambition, 
threaten its destruction; if crimes and disorders are annually in- 
creasing, in frightful progression ; does not that frightful increase 
arise from the disappearance or decrease of the spirit of sacrifice 
amongst us? The most urgent want of society is to renew that 
spirit of sacrifice in all ranks and conditions so that we be all dis- 
posed, if possible, not to sacrifice others to ourselves, but to sacrifice 
ourselves to others. * * * * 

“ The spirit of charity, of disinterestedness, and sacrifice, being the 
most urgent want of human society, should be the peculiar charac- 
teristic of the true religion. Accordingly, the divine Author of 
Christianity has inculeated the great law of self-sacrifice, not onlv 
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by words, but also by his own example; having loved men even to 
sacrifice his life for them on the tree of the cross, he has ordained 
that the cross should bea sign of hope and salvation to regenerated 
nations; he has ordered every believer to renounce himself, and 
take up his cross,—he has declared that the spirit of sacrifice and 
love should be the distinguishing mark of his true disciples. 

“‘ This spirit of sacrifice, which heaven alone could inspire, is the 
very thing that gave the Christian religion so prodigious an in- 
fluence over the destinies of nations—an influence whereby civili- 
zation is developed wherever Christianity flourishes, and disappears 
where it disappears ; so that Montesquieu could truly say,—‘ Sin- 
gular fact! the Christian religion, which appears to have as its sole 
object the interests of a future life, is our happiness even in the 
present.’ 

“ Evangelical perfection is the spirit of Christian sacrifice, made 
without reserve, with the view of pleasing God, and of serving our 
brethren. * * * * But can the natural weakness of man give 
us any ground to hope that he can ever attain such heroical virtue? 
Suppose even that he could attain it, can we hope that he will per- 
severe in such sublime perfection? Does not everything, without 
and within him, conspire to overturn an edifice raised at the cost 
of so much labour? Do the most holy conditions of life make men 
infallible? and may it not happen that the priest himself should be 
faithless to the noble mission which he has received from heaven ? 
Let not those who make these objections, imagine that they tell the 
Catholic Church something she did not know before! She knows 
as well and better than you the weakness of human nature. But 
she is not satisfied with knowing it,—she endeavours to assist it. 
She knows that generous exaniples have a great influence on the 
soul; that strength and courage spring from a union of minds and 
hearts. Directed by the purest light of the Gospel, inspired by 
God Himself, she has accordingly fearlessly conceived a design, 
which confounds and amazes the mind of man—the design of asso- 
ciating men for self-sacrifice,—the design of establishing, not 
transient and temporary, but durable and permanent, associations, 
whose sole law and sovereign rule is the spirit of sacrifice. To the 
terrible disorders that ravage society she determined to apply effi- 
cacious remedies, by opening in the midst of us inexhaustible 
springs of self-devotion and love. She wished that souls, enervated 
by the pleasures of earth, should come and invigorate themselves 
in those sacred fountains. In a word, she instituted religious 
orders, to give the world a lesson and an example of the most 
angelical virtues.” 

Such was the object of the Church in founding the reli- 
gious orders; and with the history of Europe before him, 
who can deny that they fulfilled their mission? The altars 
of Woden and Thor would have risen with the feudal for- 
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tresses of the savage warriors of the North over the wreck of 
the Roman Empire, were it not for the calumniated monks. 
They were the apostles of England and Scotland, and of a 
large portion of Germany. For many centuries they alone 
kept public schools, and at all times they gave the Church 
her most illustrious doctors, bishops, and Popes. Baron de 
Cauchy passes lightly over these services; probably, because 
they are but a slight recommendation in philosophic eyes; 
but philosophy ought not to overlook what the monks have 
done for mere earthly interests. They proposed to them- 
selves to seek in the first place only the kingdom of God and 
his justice; but their whole history is a miraculous fulfil- 
ment of the promise of our Redeemer, that everything else 
would be added unto them. The wealth, acquired partly by 
the liberality of the faithful, but principally by their own 
hard toil, was not squandered on their own indulgence, or 
hoarded up for their relations. It flowed in an inexhaustible 
stream of charity and social beneficence. The superior agri- 
culture of England, the vineyards of the Rhine, the corn 
trade of Poland, the linen trade of Silesia, owed their origin 
or perfection to monkish industry and skill, utilizing the 
peculiar capabilities of each country, stimulating lay enter- 
prise, winning men to the arts of peace, and ennobling 
poverty and labour, when the nobles of Europe, as in the 
instance of St. Bernard, toiled side by side with the peasant, 
clothed in the same garments, and sleeping in the same 
hard cell. 

Whoever has travelled through Ireland, and seen on the 
one hand her uncultivated bog and mountain, and on the 
other the piety of the people, who would gladly embrace the 
religious state, cannot but regret, if he be a Catholic, that 
Mount Mellerays are not more numerous. A monastery on 
some waste spot in each county would do more good than all 
the agricultural societies, and cattle shows, and royal pre- 
miums put together. While it swelled the national wealth, 
by the reclamation of the waste lands, it would diffuse piety 
and industry, and submission to the laws. No enlightened 
Protestant could be alarmed at a colony of monks on his 
estate. Maitland, the librarian of the Archbishop of Can- 
terbury, in the Dark Ages, and Hurter, in his Institutions of 
the Catholic Church, in the same ages, satisfy any reasonable 
man, that the prejudices against the monk are the calumnies 
of bigots. But it is not colonies of Cistercians that are 
most wanted in France. It is not to fell the forest, or clothe 
the moor with deep green pasture or golden harvest, or rear 
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cathedral spires and city ramparts in place of the savage 
pine and secular oak, or any other work of the old monks of 
France, that she now needs them ;* but to reclaim man’s 
mind, laid waste by infidelity ; to consolidate our shifting 
opinions, and restore social order, by re-establishing among 
the mass of the people the influence of the Catholic faith. 
In Ireland, they are poor in wealth, but rich in faith. In 
France, the great revolution equalized wealth; and as much 
will have more, wealth became the idol of the unbelieving 
masses. The religious orders are labouring hard in the great 
work of regeneration, and none more successfully than the 
Brothers of the Christian schools. 

“Behold these little children affectionately crowding around a 
monk, whose severe dress does not frighten them. What has as- 
sembled them in this spacious hall, which can scarcely accommodate 
them? The rags that cover them, the rough robe of their humble 
and modest teacher, the naked walls, all suggest images of poverty. 
Nothing appears to catch the eye, and yet here a most sublime work 
is going on. Here the highest wisdom is successfully taught to the 
poor labourer’s child. Instructed by a good brother, the child is 
initiated in the most sublime mysteries, and in the secrets of a phi- 
losophy far superior to that of the most celebrated philosophers. 
He will have more correct ideas of God, of the end of man, and of 
his immortal destiny, than those which were the boast of the philo- 
sophers of Greece. The Christian doctrine, after having pointed 
out the path they must follow, will inspire them with the courage 
necessary to overcome the obstacles that oppose them; and after 
having enlightened his understanding with the purest beams, the 
rays of heavenly truth will enkindle in the heart of these children 
a love of the purest and most solid virtues. But to accomplish this 
wonderful work, of which society is to gather the happy fruits, what 
humility, patience, and mildness are required in the Brother of the 
Christian Schools. Surrounded by numerous disciples, he will 
teach them, not systems flattering to his pride, but salutary truths. 
He is not animated in his laborious duty by the love of glory—by 
the hope of having his name transmitted to posterity. His whole 
life is spent in obscure labours, devoted exclusively to the education 
of the poor. He is not supported by the hope of making a fortune, 
nor even of acquiring one day a decent competence; for he has made 
a vow of poverty. His existence is known to the rich and the 
powerful only by that coarse dress which conceals from their eyes a 
soul, raised by the spirit of sacrifice to a sublimity of devotion of 
which they can have no idea.” 


Changing the scene of the Christian brother’s labours, M 
de Cauchy conducts him from the school-room to the prison. 





* See Appendix, 
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In the former he prepared members for society ; in the latter 
he reforms its outcasts, or alleviates their misery. The con- 
vict, in the opinion of the heartless politician, is a diseased 
member, who must expiate his offences by perpetual exile or 
temporary detention, under a prison discipline that makes 
little or no provision for the reformation of the offender; but 
in the eye of the religious, the abode of misery is the attrac- 
tion of charity; the darker the dungeon, the stronger the 
claims of its inmate to the consolations of a religion of love. 


“ This spirit of sacrifice, of devotion and love, can, when occasion 
requires, work other miracles. The good brother, so skilful in 
forming to virtue the simple souls of the children of the poor, is 
equally successful in causing it to spring up anew in the degraded 
soul of the convict, whom society rejects from its pale. We com- 
plain every day, that offences and crimes increase and multiply at 
an alarming rate; and the official tables of criminal statistics heighten 
our despair, when they show that from 1830 to 1840, the number 
of criminal cases has increased from 62,000 to 98,000. We com- 
plain of the imperfection and insufficiency of our criminal code; 
that the means for the suppression of crime, far from healing the 
cancer that devours us, seem to poison it more and more; and in 
truth, as one of our most distinguished publicists has remarked, 
‘our prisons not only do not reform, but they deprave. The fact is 
indisputable. They give back to society citizens much more dan- 
gerous than those whom they have received.’ Alas! every day's 
experience but too truly demonstrates that melancholy truth. But 
let the most hardened criminals be entrusted to the care of humble 
monks; let the care of awakening remorse in their souls, of in- 
structing and of bringing them back to virtue be confided, as it is 
in the central house at Nimes, to the brothers of the Christian 
Schools; and, as it happened in that city, we shall soon see order 
established among our prisoners here; we shall see submission and 
the love of labour supplant tumult and revolt; and the wonderful 
change produced by the good brothers will demonstrate, that the 
spirit of sacrifice can attempt and realize that reformation of our 
prisons and criminals which appeared impossible to us.” 


Another religious order described by Baron Cauchy, needs 
no words of ours to describe its origin or celebrate its merits. 
Many towns in Ireland, and even in Protestant England, know 
the zeal, the heroic self-devotion, of the Sisters of Charity 
and of their kindred orders. 


“ Behold that young lady, whose beauty is, as it were, but the 
irradiation of a noble soul. What innocence, what virginal candour, 
reveal themselves in her whole exterior. She is tenderly loved by 
her father, and, from her childhood has been the pride and joy of 
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her mother. She was born, perhaps, in the bosom of opulence and 
in exalted rank. She has it in her power, if she wishes, to unite 
her destiny to that of the wealthy representative of some illustrious 
line, and already you are congratulating the happy man who can 
aspire to possess so rare a treasure. But you are deceived. She 
is inspired by an ambition which you can scarcely comprehend. 
Her ambition is to retire to the country, and teach the children of 
the humble labourer. Her ambition is to protect in our cities the 
abandoned orphan; to live in our hospitals, serving the sick and 
dressing their wounds. Without fearing either famine, or pesti- 
lence, or war, she is at hand wherever misery is to be relieved; and 
ever ready to sacrifice her life, she encounters every danger, and 
goes, if necessary, to the extremities of the globe, to soothe the 
suffering and console the afflicted. 

“Such is the Sister of Charity. That spirit of sacrifice, which 
inspires her with such heroic devotion for the poor and the afflicted, 
admirably answers, you must admit, the most urgent calls of suffer- 
ing humanity. So dear is the Sister of Charity, not only to France 
but also to other nations; so indispensable does she become to them, 
that wherever she appears, in Europe, Asia, or America, she is 
welcomed as an angel from heaven. She is so necessary for the 
consolation of the afflicted, that the good sisters were respected even 
in the most disastrous times. You, who are tempted to reject evan- 
gelical perfection, as useless to the happiness of the human race, 
tell me, I pray you, how can you, except in the school of the gospel 
and the cross, succeed in educating a single daughter of Vincent of 
Paul, a single sister of charity?” 

Whoever has seen a beloved relative struck down by a con- 
tagious distemper, and abandoned perhaps to the care of a 
nurse whose heart has felt the hardening influence of a public 
infirmary, will bless the charity that comes in the person of 
the ‘ Sceurs de Bon Secours,’ to the bed-side of the rich, and 
with feelings held ever fresh by communion with the God of 
love, administers to the wants of the patient, with an affection 
and devotion as great as the closest ties of blood could in- 
spire. Many an old Voltairian, who would spurn the priest, 
has been converted by his nurse. Daily examples are recorded 
in the French Catholic journals. Many persons in high rank, 
who had never bent the knee since their first communion, die 
in peace by the zeal of the Sceur de Bon Secours. 

“We have seen the Sister of Charity devoting herself to the 
cause of the poor and the afflicted. We have seen her affectionate 
solicitude for the poor in their sickness. But shall the rich, when 
they are sick, have no share in her charity? The God of our 
Gospel wishes, it is true, that the poor should be objects of predi- 
lection with his disciples. In order to inflame the spirit of sacri- 
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fice, devotion, and love, in order to animate them to relieve the 
unfortunate and console the afflicted, he wished that the poor 
should represent Himself. But does pain never seize the rich? 
Does it not sometimes surprise them in the midst of intoxicating 
pleasures, and but too often aggravate the sufferings of the body, 
by the anguish of the soul? The ‘ Scour de Bon Secours’ devotes 
herself to the relief of both. Like an angel guardian, she watches 
and prays by the bed side of the rich man, whose life is endangered 
by a burning fever, and perhaps by bitter remorse seems rapidly 
sinking. She raises the courage and excites the hope of the 
despairing soul—and the terrible disorder, which threatened to defy 
all medical skill, yields to the enlightened care of the good sister, 
whose experience and skill are made more efficacious by the un- 
tiring zeal of industrious charity. What services have not the 
‘ Sours de Bon Secours’ done to the numbers whom they saved ? 
How many husbands owe the lives of their wives to these holy 
women ? How many children owe to them the life of a beloved 
parent? But if their zeal has such power to heal sickness and 
console affliction, it is because it springs from the spirit of sacrifice. 
That spirit is the motive of all their actions, the thought of all their 
life, the treasure amassed by their united care,” 


The influence of these various orders—their charity, speak- 
ing more powerfully than any language—is renewing the face 
of French society to such a degree as to excite the frenzy of 
those philosophers who can tolerate the Catholic Church as 
a convenient engine of state, but cannot tolerate the hold 
which her beneficence gives her on the hearts of the people. 
Neither respect for sex, nor reverence for heroic self-devotion, 
deters the philosophic press from publishing, against com- 
munities of defenceless ladies, ribald obscenities, which we 
are sure an English Protestant jury would punish with the 
utmost rigour of the law. Be it remembered that the French 
convents enjoy no legal privileges—their houses and lands 
are subject to all the burdens of the state. Why, then, do 
the advocates of liberty and equality persecute them? The 
principal object, at present, appears to be, to raise popular 
prejudices against all religious institutions, in order to secure 
the university monopoly, and exclude the Jesuits from all 
share in education. We do not intend to dwell on the 
university monopoly —that monster grievance of France ; 
but the following extract is a specimen of the arguments 
which Catholics are every day urging, to save their children 
from a club of infidels : 


“We have seen the highest wisdom taught to the children of the 
poor by the brothers of the Christian schools. But the doctrine of 
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the Gospel,—that doctrine so full of consolation and hope,—that 
doctrine which reveals the most sublime truths—truths whose 
knowledge is so necessary, that they alone can secure subordination 
in society and in families,—shall that doctrine be the exclusive 
patrimony of those who are born in indigence and in humble life? 
They are, it is true, specially dear to God, who came to preach the 
Gospel to the poor, and to protect the weak and miserable. But 
is the child of the rich disinherited of his share of the treasures of 
grace and life bequeathed by the Saviour of the world? Has not 
the child of the rich the same need of heavenly truth, a mind 
capable of knowing, a heart capable of loving it? Like the child of 
the poor, has he not passions to subdue, and passions still more 
formidable, because he has greater opportunities of indulging them? 
Do not the allurements of pleasure and banqueting, the illusions of 
pride and of fortune, expose them to a thousand dangers from 
which the poor child is free? Knowledge itself, if not accompanied 
by moral training, will it not reveal to the rich the disordered 
licentiousness of the opinions and passions of man, without enabling 
him to resist seducing maxims and pernicious examples? In the 
midst of so many obstacles and dangers, what prudence, what skill, 
what courageous and persevering zeal, ought the master to have, to 
whom a father entrusts the care of educating his children, of pro- 
tecting their innocence, of planting and nourishing in their souls 
the precious germs of science and virtue? Here, indeed, the spirit 
of sacrifice is specially necessary. At all hours the master should 
watch over his pupils, and instruct them in their duties, more by 
his example than his words; he should counteract their levity by 
his patience, their pride by his humility, their effeminacy by the 
austerity of his life, their revenge and hatred by his meeckness and 
his charity. Can we be surprised, then, if the masters who gave 
the most solid education, if those who most successfully inspired the 
most heroical virtues—disinterestedness, respect for the laws, love 
of family and country—have always been those who were them- 
selves most profoundly penetrated with the spirit of sacrifice? if 
the masters most esteemed by parents, most celebrated for the edu- 
cation of youth, if those whom Leibnitz, Vincent of Paul, Henry 
the Fourth, Bossuet, and Fénélon, regarded as the wisest and most 
experienced, were modest religious, who bade an eternal adieu 
to the riches, the pleasures, and honours of the earth, by the 
three vows of poverty, chastity, and obedience.” 


If Baron Cauchy wished by these remarks to claim the 
education of the youth of France as the exclusive right 
of any religious order, or even to confer any privileges on any 
of their colleges, there would be some grounds for charging 
him with reviving the partial and class-legislation of the old 
regime. But he asks no privilege. Cordially accepting the 
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French charter, he insists on its stipulations, which guarantee 
the free exercise of religion, and ought not therefore to 
compel a Catholic to have his child educated by M. Cousin, 
who denied the Incarnation, and, if not the existence, at 
least those attributes of God, upon a belief of which all 
morality depends. He demands liberty of education, as due, 
not only to the Church, but to science itself; for the palmiest 
days of Grecian sophistry never saw such monstrous systems 
of morals and metaphysics as now gambol through the howl- 
ing abyss of the French university. Yet, there is a society 
in France, which, if it could not suppress this intellectual 
anarchy, could at least make it comparatively harmless. 

“T suppose you are the friend of science, and love to find, in 
those who cultivate it, that candour and modesty which are the 
brightest ornaments of talent. You love literature, sound philo- 
sophy, and the progress of knowledge. You love amicable discus- 
sion, clear and precise dissertations. You wish that science should 
be presented to you without pomp or ostentation,—with benevolence, 
mildness, and charity, so that the savant or literary character 
should be one whom you would wish to make your friend. Well 
then, there exists a society to which we owe classical works, in 
literature, morals, and philosophy,—learned treatises on the origin, 
languages, manners, and institutions of various nations; useful and 
important discoveries in the arts and sciences; in medicine the 
most precious specific quinine; in physics the invention of the 
air balloons ; and the first experiments that led to a knowledge of 
that singular phenomenon, the refraction of light; a society which 
had a great share in the reform of the Calendar: which gave to 
mathematics, physics, and astronomy, Scheiner, Clavius, Gaubil, 
Guldin, Kircher, Grimaldi, Lana, Boscovich ; to the art of fortifi- 
cation and naval tactics, Breuil and L. Hoste; to history, Petavius, 
Sirmond, Daniel, Duhalde, Charlevoix, Premare, Eckhel; to Chris- 
tian philosophy, Buffier, Bellarmine, Lugo, Suarez, Vasquez,” &c. 

The society which formed all these illustrious men is, at 
this moment, ready to take as high a part in education as ever. 
The French Jesuits have amongst them men, who, for oratory, 
science, or historical research, are not inferior to the 
greatest lights of the order. The philosophers themselves 
cannot deny it. But the learning of the Jesuits is their 
crime, not their shield. Had they not kept pace with the 
progress of science, they would be feeble competitors of 
university monopoly; but when the Institute of France 
passes a merited encomium on their splendid contribution to 
archeological science, their treatises on the differential cal- 
culus, their astronomical observations, and even gives the 
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gold medal to the monographs of Pére Martin and Cahier, it 
would not be safe for the university, though it would be a 
blessing to science, to allow such men to take a part in 
public instruction. Baron Cauchy thus sums up his proofs, 
and demands— 

“We have proved that the first duty of our times is not to oppose 
but to promote the exercise of evangelical perfection, and we have 
seen that facts themselves incontestably demonstrate our position. 
We have seen the immense services done by the Sisters of Charity, 
the ‘ Sceurs de Bon Secours,’ the Brothers of the Christian Schools, 
and finally, by the disciples of Ignatius Loyola. * * * Wecould 
mention many other orders whose labours, inspired and directed by 
the same spirit of sacrifice, have been eminently useful. We could 
urge the services rendered to agriculture by the order of St. Bernard; 
to prisoners and the deranged, by the Brothers of St. John of God; to 
the missions by the Franciscans, Lazarists, and Dominicans; to the 
education of young ladies by the religious of the Sacré Coeur. 
We have said enough to convince all who sincerely seek the truth, 
that the religious orders give to society, not ignorance, darkness, 
and barbarism, but science, light, and civilization. Our proposition 
is so evident that, wherever true liberty reigns, the people affec- 
tionately cherish the religious orders. In order to make them pro- 
duce the fruits of benediction and life in the soil where they are 
planted, it is by no means necessary that men should give their op- 
pressive and often fatal protection to the work of the Almighty; it 
is merely required that tyrannical laws should not punish with pro- 
scription or exile those who have the confidence to presume that 
they please God, when, at the expense of the greatest sacrifices, 
they devote themselves, without reserve, to the service of suffering 
humanity, the consolation of every affliction, and the education of 

outh.” 

Let those whose Protestant reading may, perhaps, have 
associated the religious order with wealth and privileges 
heaped on useless members of society, mark the words in 
italics. The religious orders seek no privileges. They seek 
no connection with the state. They claim nothing more than 
was enjoyed by their brethren in the British empire. The 
Jesuit, the Lazarite, the Benedictine, demand now in the 
name of religious liberty, that protection which the charter 
gives every citizen in the exercise of his religion. The phi- 
losopher, not the monk, retrogrades. The latter adapts his 
institution to the times; the former calls for its suppression, 
and urges as his precedent, the absolute monarchy of Louis 
XV. The contest of liberty and religion against infidelity 
and tyranny will be hard fought, but when men like Baron 
Cauchy speak out, we have no fear of the result. 
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“T know that in some minds the prejudices which I combat begin 
to disappear. Great truths have been announced by men gifted 
with splendid talents and noble souls; and France never resists 
the united force of eloquence and virtue. France loves frank and 
open declarations, and is sure to listen to him who speaks to her 
with candour. There is every reason to hope that prejudice must 
one day disappear before truth; still, that happy day has not yet 
come—and even though it were, as I confidently hope, rapidly ap- 
proaching, I do not wish to wait until France, being weary of pro- 
scribing and persecuting virtue, eloquence, and genius, there 
would be no merit in boldly proclaiming the truth.—I address, 
then to the lovers of science, to men of sense and candour, and 
especially to youth, these few reflexions which I am sure will not 
be displeasing. I remember, with delight, that during many long 
years I have seen them assembled around my chair, in the Poly- 
technic School, in the Faculty of Sciences, and in the College of 
France. I remember, with pleasure, that the course of studies 
which I was allowed to direct during that time was attended not 
only by eminent men from all quarters of Europe, and by most of 
the geometricans who have been since received into the academy, 
but also by humble religious, who are now eminent masters. Not 
to defend the latter, when attacked, would be to betray the duties 
of a father, who, when danger threatened, neglected to give aid to 
his sons, whose talents and virtue should be to him a subject of 
honourable pride.” 


It is much to be regretted that the Baron has not taken a 
more comprehensive view of his subject. He has confined 
himself almost exclusively to the orders that exist in France. 
Had he followed in the track of Hurter, and sketched the 
origin, the objects, and services of the different orders, his 
Considerations would be much more useful, especially at 
a time when historical studies are so much prized in France. 
But we perceive that others have already applied to past 
ages the principle by which he tests the social usefulness of 
religious orders in the present. His work is useful rather as 
illustrating the contests of the Church in France, than 
as adding anything to what even the Protestant literature of 
England confesses were the merits of the religious orders, 
His Considerations, we hope, will have their effect with the 
friends of science, to whom they are addressed, and protect 
from the attacks of infidelity, asylums where religion and 
knowledge are more usefully combined than the poet pictures. 


Knowledge, methinks, in these disordered times, 
Should be allowed a privilege to have 
Her anchorites like piety of old ; 
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Men, who from faction sacred, and unstained 
By war, might, if so minded, turn aside, 
Uncensured and subsist,—a scattered few 
Living to God and nature, and content 
With that communion. Consecrated be 
The spots where such abide. 





Art. V.—Gesammelte Schriften des Verfassers der Ostereier 
Christoph von Schmid. (The collected works of Christopher 
von Schmid, author of the Laster Eggs.) 15 vols. 12mo. 
Augsburg: 1842-3. 


e | DO not wish my people,” said King Lewis of Bavaria, 

in opening his new University at Munich, “to be 
learned at the expense of religion, nor religious at the expense 
of learning.” It was a noble sentiment, well worthy of a 
Christian king. This judicious combination of religious and 
secular knowledge is the ideal of a solid Christian literature. 
Perhaps it is idle to discuss such an ideal in a country pos- 
sessing a literature like ours ; but at all events it is useful to 
tend towards it, as an ideal, in order that, if we cannot hope 
to realize it fully, we may at least seize every opportunity 
which gives promise of improvement. 

We have long contemplated a notice of the charming little 
series of moral tales which stands at the head of these pages; 
and indeed it speaks badly for the condition of English 
Catholic literature, that the works of Canon von Schmid 
should need any introduction at our hands. The good old 
canon has long been a familiar and honoured friend at every 
fireside in Catholic Germany, France, Switzerland, and Italy; 
and it is no credit to the taste and enterprise of our pub- 
lishers that his works are not equally familiar among our- 
selves. The copy before us is a last edition, revised by the 
venerable author himself, after nearly half a century of 
uninterrupted popularity all over the continent ; and yet we 
doubt whether the author’s name is known to one in ten 
even of the educated portion of our community. His history, 
it is true, has but little of romance, to give it interest ; and his 
popularity is of that quiet kind which is not likely to attract 
the attention of the learned; but his history should endear 
him to every true friend of religion, and his popularity has 
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the best mark of genuineness ;—it is greatest among those for 
whom his writings were intended. Heis the idol of the young 
generation, not alone of Germany, but of the entire continent. 
The history of his tales is rather remarkable. They were 
commenced without any idea of publication. The author, 
soon after receiving holy orders, was appointed to the admin- 
istration of a parish, to which the care of a public school was 
attached, and afterwards became director of a numerous 
seminary. Partly with the view of beguiling the tedium of 
instruction, partly of conveying it in the most attractive and 
interesting form, he drew up a series of simple stories, illus- 
trative of the moral and religious lessons he meant to impart, 
which he made it a practice to dictate for the pupils after 
school hours, on days upon which they had displayed more 
than ordinary diligence. The lesson was thus at once an 
incentive and a reward of industry. The tales were eagerly 
looked for, and enthusiastically received. Their moral influ- 
ence far exceeded the most sanguine hopes of the unpretend- 
ing author; and the effect which he found them produce on 
his own immediate circle of pupils, induced him to eonsent 
that they should be printed for general circulation. Every 
year has added to their popularity. Edition has followed 
edition throughout every state in Germany; and in foreign 
countries, especially in France, not only have all the tales 
been translated, but two, and sometimes even three, rival 
translations of the same tale have made their appearance. 
The circumstances under which they were composed were 
certainly very favourable. The author did not write at ran- 
dom, as is too often the case, and without any definite object 
beyond the amusement of the hour. In habitual contact 
with those for whom he wrote, perfectly familiar with the 
words and thoughts best suited to their comprehension, and 
possessing abundant opportunities of discovering the avenues 
by which their hearts were best approached, he was able to 
accommodate himself to them, and, in them, to the whole 
youthful generation. He saw at a glance what incident 
would affect the young heart ; what idea would lay hold on 
the young imagination; w hat form of argument or illustration 
was adapted to the young understanding. He had, in the 
little circle for which he read his simple tale, the best and 
most instructive of all criticism—the criticism of experience. 
He saw without an effort what it was that brought the tear 
to the eye, and the flush to the cheeks of his little hearers. 
He saw, too, what was heard without emotion, and passed 
VOL. XVII.—NO,. XXXIV. 26 
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away without leaving an echo in their hearts. Many a 
laboured and high-wrought description was reluctantly re- 
trenched, in deference to this practical criticism ; ee a 
simple and unstudied narrative became yet more simple, when 
its effectiveness was established by the best test of success— 
the unequivocal and undisguised emotion with which it was 
received. Anditcan hardly be matter of surprise, that books 
written and corrected under such circumstances, though in- 
tended for a small circle in an obscure village of Bavaria, and 
filled with provincial idioms and local allusions, should have 
met with universal favour through the length and breadth of 
Germany; because they aimed at the universal human heart, 
and addressed it in language which all alike must understand 
—the language of the affections, the source of simplicity and 
truth. 

The material of the tales is just as simple as their manner. 
Some of them are purely imaginative ; others are derived from 
the personal experience of the author; others are founded 
on events in more remote history,—in the early ages of 
Christianity, or the Crusades, or the struggle of the Moors 
in Spain, or the long and sanguinary thirty-years’ war of 
Germany. Some of them have an elaborate and complicated 
plot, others are but a slender thread, whereon to hang the 
moral lesson which they are intended to convey. Some are 
told in the form of letters, others of the direct narrative. 
Some are for mere children, others for a more advanced 
generation. But whatever the primary object, there is no 
one who may not read them with pleasure. They resemble 
Miss Edgeworth’s admirable juvenile tales in this respect ; 
that, while they are not too elevated for the tenderest and 
most infantile capacity, the most learned may not scorn to 
derive wisdom from their perusal. In some of them there is 
a considerable variety of characters; in others the action is 
confined to one or two individuals. But whether the canvass 
be large or small, the sketch is always worthy of a master- 
hand; and whatever variety of characters it discovers, the 
prominent and striking figures of the piece never fail to tell 
a tale which all may learn with profit,—of virtue, and its re- 
ward, or of crime, and the judgment it invariably brings in 
its train. 

It will be seen, however, from what we have said of their 
history, that these tales were mainly intended for juvenile 
readers; indeed, some of them are professedly addressed to 
very young children. We confess, this is the very last de- 
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partment in which we should have expected to find a German 
author attain any considerable success. There seems to be 
something so vague and dreamy,—so absorbed in speculation, 
and so forgetful of practice, in the very constitution of the 
German mind, that we could hardly hope to see it lower itself 
to the humble sphere in which alone the youthful reader is at 
home. And indeed, overlooked and disregarded as is this 
department of literature, it is one which requires a rare com- 
bination of qualities,—genius of no ordinary character, coupled 
with great tact of delivery. It is only the author who pos- 
sesses both these gifts, that will ever be able to hit off suc- 
cessfully the things which are suited to the youthful mind ; 
and, what is still more difficult, to place them before it, in a 
light sufficiently clear and strong to engage and interest its 
attention, without at the same time releasing it from the ne- 
cessity of so much exertion on its own part, as is indispensable 
for the due development of its powers. It is not enough to 
teach, nor even to teach in a pleasing and interesting strain. 
The young student must be stimulated to enquire; and a 
taste must be created in his mind for self-instruction. There 
is a large class of modern juvenile books which we can hardly 
open with common patience ; some of them in the shape of 
tales, others of catechisms, grammars, or compendious expo- 
sitions of the different branches of juvenile education. ‘They 
seem to proceed on the principle, that the pupil’s mind is an 
intellectual vacuum ; and the only test of utility they appear 
to regard, is the actual amount of positive knowledge which 
it is possible to pump into it in a given time, and with a 
given literary apparatus. They forget that the great object 
of juvenile education, is far more the development of the 
mind, and its preparation to avail itself, at a maturer stage, 
of the advantages which will be placed at its disposal, than 
the acquisition of any given amount of actual knowledge by 
an injudicious and jejune method. It is a vastly greater 
service to place in a man’s hands the means of benefiting 
himself, than to confer upon him, without his own coopera- 
tion, actual favours to a far greater amount. And the most 
useful part of the process of acquiring knowledge, is that in 
which the mind, left unaided by the teacher, is yet stimulated 
and encouraged to develope itself, by pursuing the enquiry 
through the steps which it has been left to explore under its 
own direction. 

Canon Schmid has in a great measure avoided this dan- 
gerous defect. He makes no attempt to teach natural phi- 
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losophy in his stories, nor does he even turn them to account 
(though this would be much less objectionable) for the pur- 
pose of conveying historical knowledge. The main end 
which he proposes is evidently to render reading agreeable 
to the young, and to combine, with the interest of the tale by 
which he seeks to effect this most desirable object, some use- 
ful moral or religious lesson, which will be sure to be remem- 
bered long after the medium through which it came has been 
effaced from the memory. If there be any defect in his tales, 
it is that he occasionally dwells too long upon his moral, and 
brings it too prominently forward ; assuming too directly the 
office of professed instructor, instead of allowing his little 
pupils to draw in their own minds the conclusion which forms 
the moral of his tale. 

Our account of the particular tales must necessarily be 
very brief and imperfect. They are above fifty in number, 
and occupy fifteen 12mo. volumes, averaging considerably 
above two hundred pages each. As they came from the 
author’s hands, they were entirely without arrangement, each 
being written as the occasion arose. But the French trans- 
lators, who never fail to exercise their own judgment in some 
shape or other on the book they undertake to translate, have 
divided them into series, according to the ages for which they 
appear to be best adapted. However, the venerable author has 
followed a different arrangement in the collected edition which 
he has published in his old age. His arrangement is based upon 
the different relations of the tales to the great end which all 
are intended to forward—the moral and religious training of 
the young reader. He begins, therefore, as he himself 
explains in a charming preface, with those tales which illus- 
trate the knowledge and love of God and His unspeakable 
mercies to man, and which place before our eyes the blessed 
hopes beyond the grave for which we have been created. 
Thence he proceeds to the relations which subsist between 
God and us, illustrating, by the examples on which his tales 
are founded, the great general duties of faith, hope, and love. 
Then come examples of particular virtues—parents who 
brought up their children in piety and Christian virtue; chil- 
dren who were the staff and the joy of their parents’ old age; 
brothers and sisters who left all for each other’s sake ; friends 
who sacrificed everything for their friends; husbands and 
wives who loved each other truly, though good and ill, with 
a Christian love ; servants who faithfully served their masters 
under every temptation and every difficulty; masters who 
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made the happiness of their servants the study of their lives. 
And, of course, the effect is heightened by the introduction 
of warning examples of men who have departed from God, 
fallen away into sin, and drawn upon themselves the extreme, 
even of earthly misery. With all these are interspersed illus- 
trations of the advantages derivable from the pious practices 
which the Christian religion prescribes ;—whether the general 
practices—as prayer, meditation, &c., to which all Christians 
consider themselves obliged ; or those specific devotions— 
as the use of the sacraments, the veneration of the saints, the 
consoling use of holy images—which are peculiar to the Ca- 
tholic religion. In a word, the series is arranged as a sort 
of practical commentary upon the entire Christian code—a 
commentary the most useful and impressive which it is possi- 
ble to devise, because it is, for the young reader, the represen- 
tative of the actual experience by which he will afterwards 
learn to apply to himself the great obligations of the Christian 
religion. 

It must not be supposed, however, that the tales are all 
directly and professedly religious in their character. The 
very titles will show that in a vast majority of cases it is 
otherwise ; and indeed it is impossible not to be struck by 
the ingenuity and skill, with which the moral is not only 
engrafted upon the tale, but is made to form the very hinge 
upon which all its interest turns ;—precisely that interest 
which is sure to fix the youthful attention. Let us take one 
of the stories as an example. 

We select at random a little tale, entitled The Best Inhe- 
ritance |‘‘ Das beste Erbtheil”]. The scene is laid in one of 
the free cities of Germany, towards the end of the eighteenth 
century, about fifty years after the close of the thirty years’ 
war. It is extremely simple; the characters are neither nu- 
merous nor elaborately described, being merely a merchant, 
Herr Vollmar, his wife and two children, together with a blind 
old man and his grandson, on whom the chief action of the 
plot is made to rest. Herr Vollmar had been one of the 
richest and most extensive merchants in the city, but by one of 
the ordinary vicissitudes of trade has been brought to the very 
verge of bankruptcy. The failure of an eminent house with 
which he had had extensive commercial transactions, carries 
away, at a single stroke, a large part of his property. Se- 
veral minor failures, consequent upon the first, increase his 
embarrassments ; and at length the wreck of a ship with a 
costly cargo, precipitates the ruin which had before seemed 
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all but inevitable. His business engagements, which this 
cargo was intended to meet, are heavy and pressing; and 
though his property, if at once available, is fully adequate to 
the discharge of all obligations, yet he is unable to command 
the resources necessary to meet engagements actually press- 
ing upon him. In vain he applies to old friends whom he 
had often similarly obliged, One politely regrets that he is 
himself in similar straits. Another openly and unfeelingly 
declares his doubts of Vollmar’s ability to repay the ad- 
vances: and, to complete his distress, the banker who holds 
his largest bills refuses to forego his claim even for a single day. 

In the gloomy and de esponding state consequent on the 
failure of all his efforts, poor Vollmar goes, almost broken- 
spirited, to his garden in one of the suburbs of the city, and 
while he sits there, gloomily pondering on the ruin which is 
before himself and his little ‘family, he overhears a conversa- 
tion which passes outside the garden between a blind man of 
aged and venerable appearance, anc da little boy, who turns 
out to be the old man’s grandchild, Their dress and look 
bespoke extreme, but yet decent, poverty; and their soiled 
and travel-worn appearance gave evidence of their having 
made a long and fatiguing journey. From their conversa- 
tion it appears that they have come from a remote village, 
the old man having been induced, by the fame of a celebr. ated 
oculist of this city, to undertake the long and distressing 
journey in the hope of recovering his sight, which had been 
destroyed by cataract. But, now that he is at the very gate, 
his courage begins to fail him. He feels, for the first time, 
in their full strength, the difficulties which he has to en- 
counter—an utter stranger in this vast city, his money almost 
exhausted by the journey, and unable any longer to support 
himself by the labour of his hands. But the little boy does 
his best to encourage him. We must translate the simple 
little dialogue : 

*<« Don’t be afraid, dearest grandfather,’ said the boy. ‘ Even if 
our money should run out, I will pray and beg hard of the rich 
people of the city to take pity on you. They will not be so hard- 
hearted as to let you die in hunger and distress. And then, never 
forget the proverb, ‘ ‘The old God is still alive!’ You always tell 
me so yourself. He will take care of us, and put us in the way of 
some charitable folk or other.’ 

“¢T trust so,’ said his grandfather; ‘but still Iam cast down, and 
cannot shake off my anxiety.’ 

**¢* See, dearest grandfather,’ said the boy, ‘I have led you thus 
far by the hand. Do you think I could now run away from you, 
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and leave you here alone? Do not think more lowly of our dear 
God than you would of a simple boy. That would be a great sin.’ 

*“¢ You are right, dear Aloysius,’ said the old man; ‘ God, who 
has led us hither, will not forsake us. He will still watch over the 
poor blind man.’ ” 

Herr Vollmar, who had distinctly heard this conversation, 
was deeply moved : 

**¢ My God!’ said he—‘ to be blind—not to be able to see the 
beautiful blue sky, the green trees, the flowers, the sun, the faces of 
men,—this is hard! This affliction is far greater than the loss which 
is before me. I still have both my eyes, sound and whole; and 
though I were to lose the whole of my fortune, what would it be 
compared with the loss of my eyes? How well those poor people, 
this good old man and this sweet boy, know how to console them- 
selves in their misery by confidence in God! It would not be right 
for me to be less trustful in him.’ ” 

While he is in this meditative mood, he is joined by his 
wife and children, to whom he tells the story of the strangers. 
The mother’s heart is moved with pity for the poor child and 
his aged grandfather : 

¢ Dearest Frederick,’ said she to her husband, ‘ what would you 
think, if we were to take this old man and the dear little boy into 
our house?’ 

“¢ What?’ said Vollmar, ‘is it now? in our present circum- 
stances? The whole city would cry out against us. We are our- 
selves, perhaps, in danger of being soon as poor as these poor 
people !’ 

“Ah! said his wife, ‘you are too desponding. I still have hopes. 
And though we were to lose the greater part of our property, we 
should even still, please God, have enough to be able to give a meal 
to a blind old man anda poor child. What these poor people would 
cost us will make no great change in our present circumstances, 
We can give them a room in our large house without its costing us 
a penny, and their support will make no notable difference in our 
house, where, at times, above twenty dine every day. Let us take 
them in. Christ our Lord says: ‘ Be ye merciful, and ye shall find 
mercy!’ 

“¢ Well,’ said Vollmar, ‘ though you be of the weaker sex, you 
have more courage than I. Be it so; we will give them food and 
lodging, and call in the oculist, who, by-the-bye, is our family phy- 
sician, to the old man.’ 

“The old man here stood up; the boy took him by the hand, and 
led him on. They went very slowly. The lady went to her chil- 
dren and said ; ‘Come with me, Max!’ Both the children followed 
her to the garden gate, ‘ See!’ said she, ‘there on the footpath, is 
walking a blind old man, with a little boy leading him. Tell them 
to come to us here in the garden; that we wish to speak with them.’ 
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“ The children ran as fast as they could, and gave the message. 

* When the old man and the boy, accompanied by the children, 
came near the gate, Herr Vollmar and his generous wife were 
standing there to meet them. They manifested the liveliest sym- 
pathy with the old man in his blindness; praised the boy who had 
taken so much care of him, and offered to provide for them both in 
their house till the cure of his eyes should be quite complete. The 
old man felt as though he had fallen from the heavens. ‘Good 
God!’ said he, clasping his hands, ‘trust in Thee is never in 
vain!’ 

** * Now you see, dear grandfather,’ said the boy, ‘ that God never 
forsakes His own!’”—vol. xii. pp. 100-5. 

Among the disclosures contained in the report of the Irish 
poor-law inquiry, there was none which excited more astonish- 
ment than the extent to which, among our poor countrymen, 
the duty of supporting the poor devolved upon the poorest 
and most distressed of the agricultural population. Even 
still this gencrous reliance on Providence, which the good 
old canon so beautifully expresses in the passage here cited, 
is daily manifested by our peasantry under the pressure of 
poverty, which, in other countries, would be considered abso- 
lute famine. Yet the charity thus bestowed, is bestowed 
without a grudge, in the true Christian confidence that it 
will not pass without its reward. 

This then, it will be seen, is the moral of the canon’s tale. 
Upon this act of disinterested benevolence, the whole plot is 
made to turn, and by a beautiful retribution, it is made the 
means of delivering the good merchant and his family from 
the ruin which hung over them. 

The blind man and his grandchild are brought home and 
treated with the utmost tender ness; and as soon as he is 
sufficiently restored after the fatigue of the journey, the 
physician proceeds to perform the operation for cataract. 
It is entirely successful. After a few days of total darkness, 
the patient is removed to a small cabinet t, which, as bein 
dimly lighted, and painted green, is intended gradually to 
prepare “his eyes to bear the full glare of daylight. The 
only ornament of this quiet little apartment, is a beautiful 
Ecce Homo, an old and very valuable picture, which had 
been, for generations, a cherished heir-loom in the merchant’s 
family, and for which an English visitor had, a short time 
before, vainly offered a large sum of money. The moment 
the old man sees this very striking piece, he recognizes it, at 
a glance, as a picture which he had once seen before on a 
very memorable occasion, when he had served as a mason’s 
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journeyman, in this very city, full fifty years before. This 
fortunate recognition leads to the recovery of the good mer- 
chant’s fortunes. 

Vollmar’s grandfather had been one of the first merchants 
in the city in which his grandson still resided, but which, in 
the unsettled state of Germany during the thirty years’ war, 
had suffered more, from both the contending parties, than 
perhaps any other city of the empire. On occasion of sudden 
alarm, created by the menaced advance of one of the armies, 
he, with many others of his fellow citizens, had been com- 
pelled to fly; and, as the only means of securing his treasures 
in those unsettled times, he resolved to deposit them in a 
vault many feet under ground, and far below the reach of 
pillage and even of conflagration. With this view he de- 
spatched a trusty messenger to the builder whom he had 
been in the habit of employing, to request his assistance in a 
matter of great importance; but the builder, unable to come 
himself, was obliged to send a youthful assistant, with an 
assurance, however, that the fullest reliance might be placed 
upon his honesty and trustworthiness. ‘That assistant was 
the blind man, whom the old merchant’s grandson had now 
so charitably taken into his house; and the secret of the 
hidden treasure, which, by a series of unlucky chances, had 
perished with the grandsire, was thus happily recovered for 
his descendant, in the hour of his utmost need ! 

The old man retained a perfect recollection of the spot, 
and the treasure—an immense sum of gold and silver, be- 
sides a large quantity of jewels and family plate—is found 
untouched and whole. The cases in which it was contained 
held also a will, drawn up by the old merchant, which is a 
perfect sample of the wise and pious feelings of the good old 
times. The property is all recovered without the slightest 
trouble, and is amply sufficient, not only to enable the mer- 
chant to discharge all his obligations, and regain the position 
from which he was in danger of falling, but also to make a 
munificent provision for the good old man and his grand- 
child, who had been, under Providence, the instruments of 
this happy discovery. 

There is a little moral in the winding up of the tale, 
which we transcribe as a sample of the author’s manner. 

Vollmar, his wife, and children, are seated at table (in the 
same garden where they had first met) with the old man and 
his grandchild, on the eve of their departure to their native 
place. The conversation, of course, turns upon the merciful 
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interference of Providence, by which the family had been 
rescued from ruin. 

**¢ Tt was a lucky chance for me,’ said the old man, ‘ or rather a 
merciful arrangement of God, that Herr Vollmar saw me sitting 
yonder, and heard my conversation with my grandson.’ 

«Yes, worthiest of men,’ he continued, ‘I cannot repeat it often 
enough. It was God who moved your heart to take pity, though 
yourself in the greatest embarrassment, on my distress, and receive 
me so kindly into your house. Ah, as I then sat upon that spot, blind 
and enveloped in darkness, within my soul still deeper darkness dwelt. 
How my heart trembled for my prospects, old and strange as I was in 
the great populous city. How happy am I now, that I have got back 
both my eyes, just as good asnew! Blind and poor came I hither : 
I return seeing and laden with gifts! What joy shall I bring to 
my home, where my son, his wife and children, will be raised up 
from care and relieved from distress. Oh, I am unworthy of all 
the mercy my God has shown me!’ 

“<'T’o us too,’ said Madame Vollmar, ‘ He has been equally gra- 
cious and merciful. We were in imminent danger, not only of 
losing our house and our garden outside of the city, but of being 
reduced to a very poor condition, and exposed besides to a good 
deal of neglect and scorn. God has used you, dear old father, as 
an angel, to show us where assistance lay ready prepared for us. 
Ah, even at the very time when our grandfather, by your hands, 
placed this treasure in that secret vault, our good God had ordained 
to show agreat mercy to us and to you! He foresaw this very hour, 
in which we rejoice here in common, and praise his goodness. He 
gave his blessing to the great treasure which our grandfather laid 
up for us!’ 

“< Yes, yes,’ said Max; ‘ the rich treasure, which our grandfather 
left for us, is a princely inheritance.’ 

“¢ Dear Max,’ said his father, ‘ I know a still better inheritance, 
which has come down to us from our ancestors.’ 

“« A greater treasure than all the gold and silver!’ said Max, in 
amazement. 

*“*¢ And than the beautiful sparkling jewels,’ said Fanny, ‘ which 
are worth more than a heap of gold and silver!’ 

“* All the gold and silver, and all the jewels in the world, are 
nothing compared with the treasure that I mean,’ said their father. 

“¢ And do you really know where this treasure is hidden?’ said 
Max. 

*** Tt is no hidden treasure’ replied his father. ‘ Every one that 
is not entirely devoid of feeling can find it.’ 

** Oh! I know now what my father means,’ said Max. ‘It is 
the beautiful Eece Homo. My mother often said there was a special 
blessing on it. And had my father sold it the time the Englishman 
offered so much money for it, we should never have found the trea- 
sure which was hidden in our house.’ 
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“« Neither is it the beautiful picture that I mean,’ returned his 
father, ‘though it is of great value, both on account of the painter's 
skill, and, still more, of Him whom it represents. Tue BEST IN- 
HERITANCE, which your ancestors inherited from their own and 
transmitted to us, and which I hope will be your inheritance too, is 
—Ferar or Gop, PIETY, VIRTUE, AND INTEGRITY. It wasof this 
that the Lord Christ himself said, when Mary the sister of Martha 
sat at his feet, solely intent on hearing and keeping his word, ‘One 
thing is necessary. Mary hath chosen the better part, which shall 
not be taken away from her.’ ”—pp. 141-4. 

We cannot help thinking this is extremely beautiful; and, 
what is still more important, admirably calculated to produce 
a lasting impression on the youthful mind. An ordinary 
writer might have been content with exciting the interest of 
the reader for the worthy merchant, struggling with unde- 
served embarrassments, and then inventing some pretty inci- 
dent by which he should be rescued from his difficulties. But 
the good old canon knew the young mind better, and made 
his own charity and benevolence the direct, though unforeseen, 
instrument of his deliverance. 

The same idea is to be found, in a variety of shapes, in 
several other tales. We may instance one very pretty and 
instructive story, ‘* The Wooden Cross” (Das Holzerne 
Kreuz). Sophia, the heroine of this delightful tale, was a 
poor orphan girl, the child of humble but virtuous parents, 
whom she lost at a very early age. She was adopted, under 
circumstances of great interest, by a charitable and pious 
lady, who, as long as she lived, treated her with all the ten- 
derness and affection of a second mother—an affection amply 
returned by the grateful and gentle girl. At length her bene- 
factress dies, bequeathing to Sophia a small competence, 
suited to her rank of life, and fully adequate to all her humble 
wishes. The old lady’s will further entitles her to select from 
among the family jewels whatever set she may think proper, 
as a memorial of her departed friend. Sophia is, of course, 
advised to choose the most costly, but her own grateful heart 
directs her choice, in preference, to a simple WOODEN CROSS, 
valueless in itself, but endeared to the gentle girl because it 
had been held in the dying hand, and pressed to the expiring 
lips, of her pious protectress. 

The choice is, of course, derided by her vain and worldly- 
minded companions; but Sophia is consoled by a conscious- 
ness of having loved truly and gratefully. And her disinter- 
estedness is not left without its reward. 

Years pass on, and Sophia is not without her share of those 
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troubles which seem inseparable from our common lot; but, 
through them all, she finds her best support and consolation 
at the foot of that little cross, which is the only memorial of 
her kind friend. At length reduced, by a series of misfor- 
tunes, to the last extremity of distress, and on the point of 
being stript of the last little remnant of her property, she 
turns in her affliction to her habitual consoler. ‘The scene is 
extremely affecting, and written with great power. At the 
close of her prayer, while she still holds the precious cross 
in her hands, a spring opens, a bright sparkling stone is scen 
within, and the plain and valueless wooden cross is found to 
be but the outer case of a diamond cross of such value as to 
raise her above all her difficulties, and to secure her a happy 
competence for the remainder of her life. 

In another of the stories (Ludwig, der kleine Auswanderer), 
a poor peasant and his wife, struggling with the most pinch- 
ing poverty, and burthened with a large and helpless family 
for whom their efforts are barely sufficient to provide, have 
courage and charity enough to take upon themselves, without 
hope of reward or even of indemnity, the care and mainten- 
ance of a young boy, who has been lost by his parents during 
the war, and left entirely friendless and unaided. This act 
of charity proves to be their own salvation in the hour of dis- 
tress. At the very moment when they are upon the point of 
being ejected from their little tenement for non-payment of 
rent, a sum of money is found in the boy’s clothes, which re- 
lieves them from all embarrassment; and this extraordinary 
circumstance itself leads to the discovery of the parents, and 
the restoration of the long-lost child. What happier mode 
could be devised of conveying the little moral of charity and 
compassion for the distressed ? And how would it be possible 
to fix it more firmly in the mind of the youthful reader ? 

There are others of the stories in which the same moral is 
coupled with a little more of romance, Thus in “ ‘Phe Water- 
pitcher” (Das Wasser-krug), a staid, matter-of-fact old mer- 
chant, who had spent his life among his account-books—and 
who, though his dealings have all been marked by the strictest 
honour and integrity, and his private charities have been 
most profuse, yet never had got credit with the public for a 
single grain of disinterestedness, not to say generosity, in his 
composition—is made the chief actor in a tale, romantic 
enough for the most fastidious critic. He accidentally meets 
in the evening, and in an obscure part of the city, a young 
girl, whose appearance is far beyond the menial office in which 
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he finds her engaged, of carrying water on her head in a rude 
pitcher of the commonest earthenware. He is tempted to 
make inquiries, and finds, with some difficulty, that she is the 
daughter of a respectable but poverty-stricken widow, and 
that the water is intended fora poor bed-ridden servant of her 
family, who, in better days, had been her nurse, but is now 
reduced to the very lowest extremity of distress. Discovering, 
by further investigation, that this is but a single trait of a most 
charming and amiable character, he makes himself fully ac- 
quainted with all the circumstances; and when his son—a 
youth of the highest promise, and whose alliance would be 
eagerly courted by the proudest of the land—returns from his 
travels, manages, by a little of that diplomacy which fathers 
and mothers understand, to throw him into the way of this 
interesting girl. An intimacy ensues—the father wisely ab- 
stains from interfering—it ripens into esteem and affection ; 
and in the end, to the astonishment of the entire city, this 
seemingly cold and calculating father, who during life had 
had no other apparent wish than to accumulate money, be- 
stows his blessing upon their union, in which the virtue and 
beauty of the bride were her only fortune. 

So also in “ The Rose-tree” (Das Rosen-stock), honest gra- 
titude meets a similar reward, A rich merchant is plunged 
into the greatest affliction by the sudden intelligence of the 
wreck of a ship in which his son, the object of all his hopes 
and affections, was returning from England. Grief for this 
loss, added to the pressure of other afflictions, brings the old 
man in sorrow to the grave. He dies, while in the act of die- 
tating a will in favour of an old and trusted clerk, to whose 
zeal, ‘industry, and integrity, he has owed most of his success. 
The will, however, is incomplete, and the inheritance passes 
to the next of kin, to be distributed in the proportions fixed 
by the law. As too frequently happens in such cases, the 
sudden accession of unexpected wealth is a source of endless 
contentions among the relations. Each intent solely on appro- 
priating as large an amount of the spoil as possible, they all 
forget the memory of him to whom they owe it. The old 
clerk is not only excluded from the provision which his master 
had contemplated, but rudely dismissed from the service which 
he had long and faithfully occupied ; and, what is still more 
disgraceful, the grave of their deceased be nefactor i is left with- 
out even a stone to mark where he is laid. The poor clerk 
feels bitterly not only his own treatment, but still more the 
neglect of his beloved master’s memory; and his daughter, 
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as the only mark of respect their little means afford, plants 
on the fresh grave arose-bush, which she tends with her own 
hands. 

Meanwhile, just when the newly-enriched relations were 
only beginning to enjoy the wealth for which they were 
making so ungrateful a return, the lost heir, who had escaped 
from the wreck by one of the ordinary chances of romance, 
suddenly appears. He sees at a glance the real state of 
things,—the heartlessness and ingratitude of his father’s 
relations, and the hypocrisy with which they seek to deceive 
himself. He learns, upon the other hand, the piety and 
affection for his father’s memory manifested by the good old 
clerk and his daughter ; and finding that her other qualifi- 
cations are in keeping with the grateful heart she had dis- 
played, he completes the disappointment and discomfiture of 
his ungrateful relations, by marrying the humble and virtuous 
maiden, and sharing with her and her father the riches of 
which their selfishness had proved them unworthy. 

The effect produced by these examples of virtue, is backed 
by frequent and moving illustrations of the sad effects of sin 
and crime. And by the same principle of retribution which 
tells so happily in the cases already described, the unhappy 
sinner is frequently represented as the instrument of his own 
punishment. ‘There is especially one characteristic of these 
most instructive stories in which they differ from a large class 
unhappily too popular among us,—the crime is seldom allowed 
to pass, without a full illustration of the remorse by which it 
is invariably followed. Not that the author dwells upon that 
phase of this fearful passion, which many of our English 
artists affect to portray, which consumes without improving 
the heart. This would be a painful and profitless picture. 
The Canon’s warning page displays rather that saving and 
salutary sorrow which ‘“‘ worketh unto penance,” and which, 
by arming the sinner against himself, disarms for him the 
justice of the God whom he had offended. And it is a cir- 
cumstance pregnant with instruction, that among the many 
shades of crime which he depicts in his various tales, there 
is but one to which he assigns the most fearful of all judg- 
ments—an impenitent death-bed. The murderer, the thief, 
the public robber, the hardened profligate, the unhappy 
victim of unrestrained passion,—all are reclaimed in the end, 
and die confessing their sins, and admitting the justice of 
their punishment. It is only avarice, narrow hard-hearted- 
ness, insensibility to the wants of the poor, and undutifulness 
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to parents in old age, that are visited with the poetical justice 
of final impenitence. We allude to the story of The Flower- 
basket (Das Blumen-kirbchen), one of the most affecting in 
the entire series. 

Another equally admirable characteristic of the good 
Canon’s tales, is the sound and healthy tone which pervades 
them. We never find him introducing into his tales as a 
principle of action, or setting up as a standard of morality, 
that false and hollow sentiment of which we meet so much in 
novels generally,—a mere natural sense of honour and of 
integrity, abstracted altogether from the moral obligations 
of Christianity. Nor, on the other hand, are we pursued at 
every turn by that silly and sickly sentimentality (not to use 
a truer and harder name), which in all our standard fiction 
is sure to form the beginning, and the middle, and the end. 
We abstract altogether from the unhappy consequences, in 
a religious point of view, of the false and unhealthy tone of 
mind engendered thereby, and the vast amount of moral 
injury which it is calculated, of its own nature, to produce. 
But even looking merely to the social results, it is impossible 
not to feel that they are most pernicious. If fiction, judiciously 
managed, have any practical utility beyond the temporary 
amusement of a vacant hour, it can only be, that it is caleu- 
lated to fit the reader for the better discharge of his social 
duties. Unhappily the specimens of fiction which we con- 
stantly meet fall very far short of attaining even this low 
standard of utility. On the contrary, how many a sensible 
head has been turned, how many an innocent heart has been 
corrupted, by the deleterious trash with which the youthful 
reader is beset at every turn! How many have been dissatis- 
fied and disgusted with their condition in life, taught to look 
up for better and higher things than, in the ordinary course 
of events, it is reasonable for them to expect; and to let slip, 
in the ambitious pursuit of these unsubstantial shadows, the 
solid prospects for which nature, education, and position, had 
destined them. If the dissemination of the tales of Canon 
Schmid were not to produce any effect. beyond the expulsion 
of this “perilous stuff,” we should look on it as beneficial in 
the highest degree. Nothing could be better or more judicious 
than their spirit in this particular. There are but few ex- 
amples to be found of individuals raised, by any extraordinary 
combination of good fortune, to a rank notably beyond that 
in which they were born; and in the cases which are related 
of such success (as in The Nightingale and Christmas-eve), 
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their elevation is ascribed to causes which could not possibly 
be misinterpreted, or produce an injurious effect. The general 
tendency of the tales is rather to make men content with ful- 
filling conscientiously the obligations of their actual state, 
and to trust for the rest to God’s good providence. In the 
simple narratives of this wise old teacher, young men attain 
to success, each in his own department,—become eminent 
merchants or artists, or skilful mechanics in an humbler 
grade. But hardly any are raised to extraordinary rank. It 
was wrong, he thought,—though it might have a useful influ- 
ence on a few individuals,—to set before the mass of his 
readers examples which it would be stark folly for the vast 
majority to think of imitating; or to hold out rewards of 
industry to which it would be madness for them to aspire. 
On the same principle, his pages contain no examples of 
young girls captivating their admirers at first sight ; effect- 
ing brilliant conquests by the power of their beauty and 
accomplishments ; triumphing over all the difficulties which 
over-wise parents and friends placed in their way; and, 
in the end, forming magnificent alliances in a rank far above 
their own. How much of reality and truth is sacrificed, in 
the common run of tales of fiction, to the false interest cre- 
ated by these romantic triumphs of beauty! How seldom 
do we meet such occurrences in real life; and what a fatal 
mistake to place such books in the hands of the young gene- 
ration, necessarily creating impressions, as they do, and en- 
gendering hopes, which, in the vast majority of cases, cannot 
possibly be realized ! 

These general remarks will serve to give an idea of the 
manner in which Canon von Schmid acquits himself of the 
duty of instructing the young. ‘They will also, perhaps, 
account for the enthusiasm with which his works have been 
received upon the Continent. It would not be fair to close 
without translating one or two passages as a specimen of his 
simple and unstudied, but extremely interesting manner. 
The reader is not to expect any display of fine writing, or 
any pretension to profound or original thought. ‘The author's 
great object was utility; and to this he seems to sacrifice all 
else beside,—eloquence, philosophy, scenic effect, But there 
is in his pages, notwithstanding, more of natural eloquence, 
true philosophy, and real dramatic power, than may be met 
in many a far more ambitious writer. Take, for example, 
this nocturnal inundation of the Rhine :— 


* But this good and happy family were soon visited by a great 
affliction. Winter set in, more severe than had been known within 
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the memory of man. An enormous mass of snow covered the 
mountains and valleys. The cold was terrific. The Rhine was 
frozen a full ell deep, and as hard as marble ; and it was feared that 
the breaking up of the ice would occasion great inundations, and 
be attended with fearful destruction, At length, a rapid thaw set 
in, but as yet no imminent danger was apprehended. : 

“Martin, with his little family, lay sound asleep, when, on a 
sudden, he was aroused at midnight by the alarm-bell; signal guns 
were fired, and he heard a fearful roaring of water. He jumped 
hastily out of bed, flung on his clothes, and ran out of the room to 
see what was the matter. But the outer room and porch were 
already so full of water that he was obliged to wade through it ; 
and, when he opened the door, a torrent rushed in with such violence, 
that he was almost flung tothe ground. He flew back to the room, 
and cried, ‘ Ah, Ottilia, let us first of all save our children !’ Ottilia, 
still half asleep, tottered out of bed, and hurried on her most neces- 
sary clothes, in the utmost confusion. The wretched parents en- 
deavoured to make their way with the children to the vineyard 
upon the hills; but the swollen flood rushed so strong against: them, 
that they were unable to reach it. ‘They then attempted to gain 
another height at the opposite side of the village. But the night 
was so dark, that they could not see a staff before them. The 
moon had long gone down, and the stars were hidden by dark 
clouds. It rained heavily, too, and the storm howled fearfully. 
A deep flood rushed through the streets of the village, and covered 
every passage. The poor parents were afraid every step they 
made that they would be overwhelmed in the rush of waters; and 
their children, who had been so suddenly waked out of their sleep, 
cried and screamed loudly. Shrieks of terror echoed from every 
house. 

‘* Meanwhile, a few torches appeared in the village above ; and 
their. deep-red glare revealed to sight the terrors which till now 
could but be heard. Hundreds of men were straining all their 
might to escape a fearful death in the waters by which they were 
surrounded. Wherever the eye fell, it encountered nothing but 
misery and danger. At the lowest window of a little hut, stood a 
distracted mother, with her children crying around her, and handed 
them out, one after the other, to the father, to save them, though 
he himself, sunk up to his breast in the raging torrent, could hardly 
maintain himself upon his feet. Sons and daughters were carrying 
their sick mother out of the house, to save her from the flood which 
had already burst in. The poor creatures were all in the utmost 
danger of perishing together in the flood ; but a body of hardy and 
charitable men came to their aid, and rescued them from their peril. 

“Ottilia, with a child upon each arm, was carried away by the 
force of the water; her husband, equally encumbered by the chil- 
dren, was unable to assist her; but two powerful men hastened to 
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their aid, rescued the mother and children, and reached the neigh- 
bouring height along with their father. Then they lighted a large 
fire under the pine-trees, at which the entire body of those who 
were saved, and who were thoroughly drenched with water, might 
make a shift to dry themselves. 

“ When Ottilia, breathless and almost insensible, had reached the 
top of the hill, and recovered a little from her terror, she looked 
round, and exclaimed in a voice of horror, ‘ Where is my youngest 
child? where is my Caspar?” The baby had been laid in the 
cradle by the mother’s bed side; but the water burst so suddenly, 
and in such a torrent, into the room, that the cradle was at once 
floated from the ground, and carried out of its place. The mother 
had instantly endeavoured to grasp the cradle in the dark, but not 
finding it in its place, she concluded that her husband had already 
carried the cradle and the child to a place of safety, and thence- 
forward thought only of saving the rest of the children. Now that 
she discovered her error, she clasped her hands above her head, and 
cried and sobbed so piteously, that it might have touched the heart 
ofastone. She attempted to rise up at once, and hasten back 
through the foaming flood to her house, to rescue her darling babe 
from a fearful death in the waters. But the father held her back : 
‘ Stay here! dear Ottilia! said he: ‘you would never reach our 
house in safety. The torrent rushes too strong, and would over- 
power you. I will try to save the dear child; our true neighbours 
will stand by me!’ ‘ Yes, that we will!’ cried the two men who 
had saved Ottilia and her two children. They provided themselves 
with long staves to sound for bottom, and to support themselves 
upon, and set out without delay, one of them bearing a lighted 
torch in his hand. 

“ Ottilia tried to run after them. But the women who were at 
the fire with her, held her back with great difficulty, and, indeed, 
not without force. ‘ Have patience,’ they said; ‘wait here: you 
would but run upon your death ; the gallant men will surely save 
your child, if it be possible to do it.’ 

“The group upon the height gazed with trembling hearts after 
the three men, till the torch disappeared behind a house. They 
still continued to gaze with straining eyes into the thick darkness ; 
but they saw no more of them, and heard nothing but the fearful 
roaring of the water, the howling of the wind, mingled with the 
occasional crash of a falling house. It was a terrific moment for 
the poor people ; and they all with one mind prayed with uplifted 
hands to heaven: ‘O God! have mercy on the good men, and the 
poor babe! Stand by them, and suffer them not to perish. Thou 


? 


alone canst save them !’”—vol. iv. pp. 187-91. 


We recommend to our young and fair readers the follow- 
ing charming lecture on what we may call, the “ morality of 
botany.” We cannot help thinking it extremely beautiful. 
It is the counsel of a father to his orphan daughter : 
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‘* He used to point out to her in her favourite flowers the emblems 
of maidenly virtue. One day very early in March, when she joyfully 
brought him the first violet, he said to her, ‘ Let the violet, dear 
Mary, be to you an emblem of humility, retiringness, and unosten- 
tatious virtue. It arrays itself in the delicate hue of modesty: it 
loves to blossom in secret; and under its covering of leaves, fills the 
air with the sweetest perfumes. Be thou also, dear Mary, a quiet 
little violet, which despises gaudy and glowing apparel, seeks not 
the notice of men, and does good without ostentation, till its bloom 
is at an end.’ 

‘* When the roses and lilies were in full bloom, and the garden 
appeared in its greatest splendour, the old man pointed to a lily just 
tinged by the morning sun, and said to the delighted Mary, ‘ Let 
the lily, dearest daughter, be to you the emblem of innocence. See 
how fair, how bright, and pure it stands there! The fairest silk is 
nothing compared with its leaves: they are as white as snow. 
Happy the maid, whose heart is thus pure from all evil! But the 
purest of all colours is also the most difficult to preserve. The lily- 
leaf is easily damaged. You must not grasp it rudely, or stains will 
remain after your touch. Even so, a word, a thought, may sully 
innocence!’ 

* ¢ But let the rose,’ said he, pointing to one, ‘ be to you the em- 
blem of modesty. Fairer than the rose-colour, is the tinge of a 
blush of modesty! Hail to the maiden, who blushes at every un- 
seemly jest, and from the glow which she feels upon her cheek, 
takes warning against the danger of sin. Cheeks which blush easily, 
long remain fair and blooming—cheeks which can blush no longer, 
soon become pale and sallow, and moulder prematurely in the grave!’ 

“ He plucked a few lilies and roses, bound them together in a 
bunch, gave them to Mary, and said: ‘ Lilies and roses, those fair 
sister-flowers, match well together; and in a bouquet or a garland, 
each adds immeasurably to the other’s beauty. So also, are Inno- 
cence and Modesty, twin sisters, which cannot be parted from one 
another. Yes, God gave Modesty to Innocence as a warning sister, 
that she might protect herself the more easily. Be ever modest, 
dearest daughter, and you will ever be innocent too. Let your 
heart be ever pure like the pure lily, and your cheek will ever 
bloom, like the blooming rose!’ ”—vol. vi. pp. 19-20, 


We would gladly extract at greater length from these 
delightful little stories. But we have done enoughto enable our 
readers to form an idea of their general character. How we 
wish we could call them our own! and what an immense 
amount of good might be expected from their dissemination 
among our people. How sadly do we need some such anti- 
dote to counteract the poison which is in constant and most 
extensive circulation among us! It is time that a = spirit 
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were infused into our literature, or, at least, that if we 
cannot get rid of the old one, we should make an active, vi- 

orous, and well-organized effort to neutralize its influence. 
it can be done only in one of two ways—either by alienating 
the offensive works entirely from the use of Catholic readers, 
or by guarding their use with such caution as to obviate or 
diminish the danger with which it is fraught. The first, 
were it practicable, would be a secure and certain course. 
The second is obviously a perilous experiment. It is to leave 
a patient, who has certainly swallowed poison, to the chances 
of a doubtful and precarious antidote. 

But is the first course really practicable? Is it practicable, 
in the present condition of English literature, for a parent or 
guardian, who wishes to educate a Catholic youth liberally, 
and to secure for him a competent acquaintance with the or- 
dinary branches of secular knowledge—history, statistics, 
biography, general literature—to place in his hands such 
books, and such only, as, along with the necessary quantum 
of information, will be sure, we do not say to convey sound 
Catholic principles, but even not to convey grossly incorrect 
and pernicious principles on the subject of religion? We do 
not hesitate to say that it is not. We have already, on more 
than one occasion, given painful evidence that it is not. 

This is, undoubtedly, a humiliating acknowledgment; but 
it is the truth. In this enlightened country, possessing a 
vast Catholic population, wealthy, intelligent, active, and not 
destitute of public spirit, it would not be possible to select a 
complete educational course, which could be put into the hands 
of a young Catholic, without undermining his principles, or, 
at least, shocking his natural sense of religion ! 

The first step, therefore, is to procure the compilation of a 
complete series of useful educational treatises,—histories, 
geographies, reading-books, &c.—entirely free from the anti- 
catholic spirit which has so long disgraced our literature. 
To some this may seem a difficult enterprise. But it is only 
an utter ignorance of the resources of the Catholic body that 
would warrant such a supposition. A good deal has been 
already done. The humble brothers of the Christian schools, 
with their limited means, have made an effort which deserves 
the lasting gratitude of every friend of education, and there 
needs but a little organization on our part to render perfectly 
practicable, not only this, but many far more difficult and 
comprehensive undertakings. 

This, however, would be but the first step in the work. If 
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we had it in our power to expunge from the books in general 
circulation, whether for the purposes of education or general 
literature, every single obnoxious or offensive passage, and to 
purify them thoroughly from the anti-catholic virus with 
which they are all infected, we should still look on this but as 
one step in the great literary reform. It would be, at best, 
but a negative measure—but a pulling down of the old and 
crazy fabric. The work of reconstruction would still remain. 
To have got rid of an anti-catholic literature, would be far 
from satisfying our ambition. It would still remain to set 
up a Catholic one in its place. 

That our literary organization falls notoriously below the 
requirements of our social and religious position, it would 
be idle affectation to deny; and that we are ourselves uncon- 
scious of this shortcoming, is perhaps an aggravation of the 
evil. Of our purely religious literature, especially the ascetic 
and devotional department, we do not now complain. There 
is no doubt that here there has been an extraordinary ad- 
vance. Controversy, too, is tolerably well supported; though 
it is certainly very discreditable to the body that the Catholic 
Library should have fallen to the ground for want of en- 
couragement. But, after all, these and similar works can 
effect good only with a limited class—and that a class which 
least needs improvement—the class of persons already reli- 
giously disposed. But for the casual reader, who is but 
little inclined to seek instruction, and to whom it must rather 
be insensibly administered than openly offered,— 

Cosi al fanciull’ egro porgiamo aspersi 
Di licor soave gli orle del vaso,— 
for him we have hardly any provision at all. 

In the first place, periodical literature is far from receiving 
from our body support and encouragement commensurate 
either with our resources or with its own importance. It is 
humiliating to think that there is hardly a sect, however 
small and unimportant, that is not equally if not better 
represented in this influential department. We should desire 
to see, in addition to the existing monthly journals (which 
are chiefly religious in their contents), another class, mainly 
literary, conducted with a view to amusement and general 
instruction ; with but little ostentation of religion in its tone, 
but yet under Catholic management, and directed, quietly 
and silently, to the support of Catholic views, and the in- 
sensible diffusion of Catholic notions and impressions. Why 
should not a Catholic editor and a Catholic staff combine 
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for the maintenance of a monthly magazine on the plan of 
Blackwood, or Bentley, or Ainsworth, or Frazer, excluding 
Catholic politics and polemics, if you will, and devoting 
themselves entirely to literature; but yet, pursuing their 
task in such a spirit, as not only not to offend any Catholic 
feeling, but even to illustrate, incidentally and by allusions, 
the beauty and harmony of the Catholic system, and to dis- 
pel, insensibly and unostentatiously, the prejudices with which 
it is regarded by those who know it not ¢ 

There is another department in which we are still more 
deficient,—the higher and more ornamental literature of the 
day. Wedo not mean alone works of poetry and fiction ; 
but also that extensive and undefined class, which form the 
medium, as it were, between the purely imaginative and 
those which appeal exclusively to the understanding. What 
a world of good might be effected by a judicious selection of 
Catholic biography, written in a calm and inoffensive, but 
uncompromising tone !—by a few tours in Catholic countries, 
composed in a serious and reverent spirit, selecting those 
features in the national character which illustrate the in- 
fluence of the national religion, and explaining their distinctive 
usages in a kindly but impartial spirit. How much benefit 
would even Catholics—the very best informed among them 
—derive from sketches of the Catholic institutions of other 
countries! How few of us fully understand and appreciate 
the temper of the Catholic times ! How much do we require to 
be instructed in their usages and minute history! For all this 
we have no provision whatever. We have hardly a Catholic 
tract at all; and, of the few who have written, hardly one has 
the courage to write as a Catholic. It is avery painful reflection, 
that the most interesting work on Italy in this language, though 
written by a Catholic and a priest, is so deformed. by this 
“liberal” and complying spirit, that it is hardly safe to place 
it in Catholic hands, and that, after a career of high literary 
fame and popularity, the author’s death-bed was tormented 
by unavailing regrets for the weakness into which a false 
idea of liberality had betrayed him. Perhaps the history of 
the times in which he wrote—now nearly half a century ago 
—and of the society in which he lived, may furnish a clue to 
this seeming anomaly ; but it is far worse than weakness to 
tolerate it now. It belongs to the Catholic public—and they 
have the power as well as the privilege—to give the tone to 
Catholic literature ; and we shall never rest satisfied till we 
see our principles fully represented in every department,— 
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till we see Catholic Cyclopeedias, Catholic Family Libraries, 
Catholic poetry, Catholic biography, Catholic tales, Catholic 
juvenile books,—in a word, till we see a disposition to seize 
and avail ourselves of every really practicable medium, 
through which we can bring our true principles to be known 
and respected by “those who are without,” and understood 
and realized by the members of our own community. 





Art. VI.—The Works of Edmund Spenser. London: 
Routledge. 1844. 


T is not our intention to discuss the poetical merits of 
Spenser, or to offer any opinion on the obscure points of 
his life. His great fame among his contemporaries, sealed as 
it has been by the sentence of posterity, has enlisted such a 
host of commentators and biographers, that it would be hard 
to find in his poetry or his life, any new title to confirm his 
general character as one of the greatest of English poets, and 
the most amiable of men. Ours is a more humble and more 
ungracious task—to speak of plain facts which have been 
overlooked by his admirers—to consider him, not as a poet 
establishing all the virtues in his Faery Realm, but as a poli- 
tician applying his philosophy to an earthly kingdom; not 
as polishing the language and exalting the poetry of England, 
but as expressing her prejudices and swaying her councils in 
the government of a land which must bitterly regret that he 
ever set his foot on her shores. 

Judging from his Faery Queen, and his general character, 
his connexion with Ireland should have been a blessing to the 
empire. His great literary fame, his opportunity of acquir- 
ing accurate information, as secretary to a Lord-Lieutenant, 
and as a landlord residing among the Irish people, the sup- 
posed gentleness of the man, the universal sympathies of the 
poet,—all conspired to point him out as one who could probe 
with a healing hand, the evils of his adopted country, and 
bequeath his State of Ireland as a monument not only of 
genius, but of saving political truth. Had he done so, it is 
useless to inquire what might have been the effects of his 
work on the fate of the empire. It is certain, that the reign 
of Elizabeth was the great crisis of modern Ireland. It is 
certain that succeeding reigns, with a few brief intervals, 
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adopted, with greater or less severity, the maxims of Eliza- 
beth’s policy ; and it is equally certain, we fear, that whatever 
was irritating or oppressive in that policy, was, if not origi- 
nated, at least recommended by the gentle Spenser. His 
work, indeed, may be cited as one of the most fatal instances of 
genius,—errors, for which the lively imagination and strong 
feelings of the poet might have been some excuse, had he 
erred by excess of humanity or justice, and not by excesses of 
an opposite kind. 

It would be unfair to test Spenser’s policy by a standard 
of ideal excellence (though it is hard to apply any other to 
the author of the Faery Queen), or to make no allowance for 
the influences that degrade even the greatest men to the level 
of an unreasoning mob. Spenser's genius, one would think, 
should have raised him to an elevation, commanding the 
whole human family, effacing petty prejudices and national 
peculiarities, and showing the broad lines of human nature, 
without a knowledge of which, the native of one country can 
never be fit to judge, much less to govern, another. But 
Spenser, in Ireland, was like a Cockney in the country,—a 
stranger in a world which had none of his sympathies. He 
was passionately sensible, no doubt, to the beauties of ex- 
ternal nature, because he had the same sun, soil, and stars, as 
in England, but as intolerant of the habits and peculiarities 
even of the Anglo-Irish, as if he had never studied man, 
except in the English mould. Scarcely ever respecting the 
rights or just feelings of the Irish, he illustrates in his own 
person what he says of the fall of men from primitive 
innocence : 

“ For that which all men then did virtue call, 

Is now called vice; and that which vice was hight, 

Is now bright virtue ; and so used of all. 

Right now is wrong, and wrong that was is right; 

As all things else in time are changed quite :” 
Almost every page of the State of Ireland is a violation of 
the morality of the Faery Queen, and of that by which he 
would have judged human action in England. 

A metaphysical critic might attribute Spenser’s errors to a 
want of that power by which his great contemporary, Shak- 
speare, was at home, under every government, and in every 
clime, and never erred in his judgments on men. This would 
be the most charitable apology. But, unfortunately, Spen- 
ser was on some points so far in advance of his age, that we 
cannot excuse his heart at the expense of his head. Thus, 
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with regard to religion ; though he proposes plans to pervert 
the Trish to Protestantism, he abstains from ribald abuse of 
the Catholic Church, boldly censures the persecuting statutes 
of the Irish parliament, and pours out his wrath on the 
greedy covetousness, the fleshly incontinency, and hunting 
vicars of the Established Church. But other causes biassed 
his judgment. He wrote at a time when English prejudice 
was excited to frenzy by the danger of losing Ireland; and if 
even at the present day, impartiality from an English pen is 
welcomed as a novelty by the Irish press, it would be too 
much to expect impartiality even from Spenser in the reign 
of Elizabeth. Writing, moreover, in an age, which, if it was 
an Augustan age in English literature, was also an Augustan 
age in English slavery, when the noble independence, the 
chartered rights, the Church and conscience of Englishmen, 
were basely laid at the feet of a profligate woman, he was 
me by his previous idolatry of absolute power, to ex- 

ibit in his State of Ireland, a spirit which better suits a law 
of Woden than the gentle day-star of English poesy. Besides 
these causes, arising from the public opinion of the age, there 
were personal reasons which should have deterred him from 
perilling his fame by Irish politics. 

His opinions on Ireland were formed in Kilcolman Castle, 
one of the baronial fortresses of the last Earl of Desmond. 
The unhappy earl, driven to arms in self-defence, forfeited 
his property and his life. His estate was parcelled among 
English adventurers, and Kilcolman, with three thousand acres, 
fell to the lot of Spenser. To this circumstance, to the same 
fell spirit that haunts the usurper on his throne, or the 
brigand in his cave, we must attribute the sad metamorphosis 
of the angel of poesy into a dark spirit in politics, gloating 
over the atrocious horrors of the Munster war, and sternl 
urging their perpetration against the Irish in Ulster. Wit 
the solitary exception of his protest against the sharp pe- 
nalties on recusants, and his tribute to the industry and bra- 
very* of the Irish, he has not one favourable word, one word of 
pity for the miseries of Ireland. Denying her even those virtues 





* And to these English inhabitants and colonies * * * there repaired divers 
of the poor distressed people of the Irish for succour and relief; of whom such 
as they thought fit for labour, and industriously disposed, as the most part of their 
baser sort are, they received unto them as vassals, &c. (p. 483), for I have heard 
some great warriors say, that in all the services they had seen abroad in the 
foreign countries, they never saw a more comely man than the Irishman, nor 
that cometh on more bravely in his charge, &c.—p. 500. 











418 The Works of Edmund Spenser. [Dec. 


which were admitted by his English contemporaries, he 
appears to have written under the impression that the slightest 
sympathy in her sufferings would shake his title to his estate, 
and send him back to the smoke of London from the “ sweet 
soil” of Munster. 

It is painful to look at the dark side of a character so gene- 
rally admired; but the greatness of his fame is our extenuat- 
ing plea. This State of Ireland, bound up as it is in the 
edition before us with the Faery Queen, is now within the 
reach of every cottager in England, and will very probably 
be much more extensively circulated than if published sepa- 
rately. Its poison must operate more fatally, coming from a 
hand from which no evil could be suspected. If, then, it be 
desirable that the subjects of the same crown should free 
themselves from prejudices pernicious to their common good, 
there can be no charge of irreverence to genius in exposing 
the errors of a talented calumniator. If the great Spenser, 
—the name which has been associated in prose and verse with 
every endearing epithet in the English tongue,—was a blind 
and corrupt guide on the affairs of Ireland, who can be 
trusted ? 

Besides the prejudices of an English planter, he had to 
contend with other feelings, more pardonable than sordid in- 
terest, but not less dangerous to truth, at least in a generous 
mind. In an evil hour for his own fame, he came as secre- 
tary to Lord Grey, one of the worst of a bad line—the lord- 
lieutenants of Ireland. Gratitude to a patron often makes 
good men do strange things; but few would carry their gra- 
titude so far as Spenser, who not only perilled his fame by 
an elaborate defence in prose of Lord Grey’s government, but 
even devotes to the same object the noblest inspirations of 
his muse. ‘To form some idea of the government of Ireland 
by the Earl Grey of Queen Elizabeth, we have only to call 
to mind the government of the Lord Grey of Queen Victoria. 

Suppose that the traversers in the late prosecution had 
been fraudulently convicted, not of a misdemeanor, but of 
high-treason, and that while their heads were spiked on the 
walls of Dublin, Earl de Grey, instead of gathering cockles on 
Clontarf, had followed up the blow, seized Sharman Crawford, 
and the Earl of Charlemont, and the Duke of Leinster, and 
cast them into a dungeon; that during two years he had violated 
the rights of all classes of Irishmen, massacred, perhaps against 
sworn faith, but certainly in cold blood, the soldiers of a foreign 
state, and had at last so inflamed the fury of Irishmen of every 
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sect and race, that nothing but his instant recall could avert 
the impending storm for one month, and save Ireland to the 
English crown. Suppose that a great English poet, Words- 
worth for example, were secretary to Lord de Grey instead of 
Mr. Lucas, and that in a great poem, destined to live for ever 
among the classics of the English tongue, he had resolved to 
immortalize the a Earl de Grey, and that when about to 
speak, with all the authority of genius, on all the moral vir- 
tues, he burst forth with this noble invocation of justice ; 

Most sacred Virtue, she of all the rest, 

Resembling God in His imperial might, 

Whose soveraine powre herein is most exprest, 

That both to good and bad He dealeth right, 

And all His workes with justice had bedight. 

That power He also doth to princes lend, 

And makes them, like Himself, in glorious right 

To sit on His own seats, His cause to end, 

And rule His people right, as He doth recommend. 

XI 

Dread soverayne Goddesse, that doest highest sit 

In seate of judgment, in the Almighties stead, 

And with magnificke might and wondrous wit 

Doest to thy people righteous doom aread, 

That furthest nations filles with awfull dread ; 

Pardon the boldness of thy basest thrall, 

That dare discourse of so divine a read 

As thy great justice, praised over all, 

The instrument, whereof loe here thy Artegall! 


If, when filled with reverence for justice by these beautiful 
lines, the reader should see the Earl de Grey selected by the 
poet, from all men living and dead, as her most fitting repre- 
sentative on earth, how would the friends of virtue and the 
muse hang their heads in shame? how would all, except the 
Tories, protest against the blasphemy? Decency might re- 
quire from the secretary the charity of silence for the crimes 
of his patron, friendship might permit a tribute to some of 
his relieving qualities ; but to make him the personation of a 
virtue of which his whole life was a profanation, is an outrage 
unparallelled in the annals of literary curiosities. An ironical 
hymn to purity in the dens of a brothel, a hymn to pity on 
the lips of the lurking assassin, or the hymn of the Atheists 
of 92 around the altars of God, might be as bad; but what 
could be worse ? 

Our imaginary case of Wordsworth was the real case of 
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Spenser. Lord Grey fraudulently convicted and executed Lord 
Nugent, and imprisoned the Earl of Kildare, and other lords of 
the pale, and massacred in cold blood the Spanish garrison of 
Smesnick, and committed such atrocities against the native 
Trish, that, in the words of Spenser himself, “ he was reported 
to Elizabeth as a bloody man, who regarded the life of her 
subjects no more than dogs, but had wasted and consumed 
all, so that now she had nothing almost left but to reign in 
their ashes.” Even Elizabeth blamed and recalled him; but 
Spenser defends him, and even makes him the hero of his 
canto on justice. Poor Ireland is thus introduced, welcom- 
ing the monster to her shores, and regretting his recall : 


Ill. 


And such was he of whom I have to tell, 
The champion of true justice, Artegall (Arthur Grey) 
Whom as you lately mote remember well 
An hard adventure, which did then befall, 
Into a redoubted perill forth did call, 
That was to succour a distressed dame, 
Whom a strong tyrant did unjustly thrall. 
* * * * * 


IV. 


Wherefore the lady which Irena (Ireland) hight, 

Did to the Faerie Queen her way addresse, 

To whom complaining her afflicted plight, 

She her besought of gratious redresse : 

That soveraine queene, that mightie emperesse 

Whose glory is to aide all suppliants pore, 

And of weak princes to be patronesse, 

Chose Artegall to right her to restore, 

For that to her he seemed best skilled in righteous lore. 
v. 

For Artegall in justice was upbrought, 

Even from the cradle of his infancie 

And all the depth of righfulle doome was taught, 

By faire Astrea, with great industrie, 


Whilest here on earth she lived mortallie. 
* * * * * * 


XII. 
But when she parted hence, she left her groome, 
An young man, which did on her attend 
Always to execute her stedfast donne, 


And willed him with Artegall to wend, 
And doe whatever thing he did intend. 
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His name was Jalus, made of yron mould, 

Immoveable, resistless, without end; 

Who in his hand an yron flale did hold, 

With which he thresht out falshood and did truth unfold. 


XIII. 


He now went with him in this new inquest 
Him for to aide, if aide he chaunst to need, 
Against that cruel tyrant which oppresst 
The faire Irene with his foul misdeede, 


And kept the crowne in which she should succeede. 
* * * * * * 


After many adventures, the yron man, with the yron flale, 
the true emblem of British justice in Ireland, comes to the 
relief of the fair Irene in the xm canto: 


xi. 


The morrow next that was the dismal day 

Appointed for Irena’s death before, 

So soon as it did to the world display 

His chearful face and light to men restore 

The heavy mayd, to whom none tydings bore 

Of Artegall’s arrival here to free, 

Lookt up with eyes full sad and heart full sore, 

Weening her life’s last houre then neare to bee, 

Sith no redemption nigh she did nor hear nor see. 
XII. 

Then up she rose and on herself did dight 

Most squalid garments fit for such a day, 

And with dull countenance and with dolefull spright 

She forth was brought in sorrowfull dismay 

For to receive the doome of her decay. 

But coming to the place and finding there 

Sir Artegall in battailous array, 

Waiting his foe, it did her dead hart cheer, 

And new life to her lent, in midst of deadly feare. 
XIlL. 

Like as a tender rose in open plaine 

That with untimely drought nigh withered was 

And hung the heade, soon as few drops of raine 

Thereon distill and deaw her daintie face 

Gins to look up, and with fresh wonted grace 

Dispreds the glorie of her leaves gay. 

Such was Irena’s countenance, such her case, 

When Artegall she saw in that array, 

There waiting for the tyrant, till it was faire day.” 
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The battle rages through ten stanzas, and when at last Ar- 
tegall had brought his antagonist to the ground, the people 

XXIV. 

Running all with chearful joyfulnesse, 

To faire Irene at her feet did fall, 

And her adored with due humblenesse, 

As their true liege and princesse naturall, 

And eke her champion’s glorie sounded over all. 
XXV. 

Who, streight her leading with meete majestie 

Unto the pallace, where their kings did rayne, 

Did her therein establish peaceablie, 

And to her kingdom’s seate restore again ; 

And all such persons, as did late maintayne 

That tyrant’s part with close or open ayde, 

He sorely punished with heavie payne ; 

That in short space, whiles there with her he stayed, 

Not one was left that durst her once have disobeyed. 
XXVI. 

During which time that he did there remayne 

His studie was true justice how to deale, 

And day and night employed his busie paine 

How to reforme that ragged commonweale : 

And that same yron man, through all that realm he sent 

To search out those that used to rob and steal, 

Or did rebell against lawfull government, 

On whom he did inflict most grievous punishment. 
XXVII. 

But ere here could reforme it thoroughly, 

He through occasion called was away 

To fairie court, that of necessitie, 

His course of justice he was forst to stay; 

And Jalus to revoke from the right way 

In which he was that realme for to redresse. 

But envies cloud still dimmeth virtues ray : 

So having freed Irena from distresse, 

He took his leave of her there left in heavinesse. 


Such is the poetic history of the government of Lord Grey. 
Jalus, the yron man, is forbidding enough even in his poetic 
dress. The following is a part of “the course of justice” 
administered to the Irish, which Spenser describes, not to re- 
probate, but to recommend it. Suggesting plans for the re- 
duction of Ulster he says ;— 


“ The end will, I assure me, be very short, and much sooner than 
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can be, in so great a trouble, as it seemeth, hoped for; although 
there should none of them [the Ulster Irish] fall by the sword, nor 
be slain by the soldier, yet thus being kept from manurance, and 
their cattle from running abroad, by this hard restraint, they would 
quickly consume themselves and devour one another. The proof 
whereof I am sufficiently exampled in these late wars of Munster ; 
for notwithstanding that the same was a most rich and plentiful 
country, full of corn and cattle, that you would have thought they 
should have been able to stand long, yet in one year and a half 
they were brought to such wretchedness, as that any stony heart 
would have rued the same [except the stony heart that sternly calls 
for its repetition]: out.of every corner of the woods and glens, 
they came creeping forth upon their hands, for their legs could not 
bear them ; they looked like anatomies of death, they spake like 
ghosts crying out of their graves ; they did eat the dead carrions, 
happy when they could find them, yea, and one another soon after, 
insomuch as the very carcasses they spared not to scrape out of 
their graves ; and if they found a plot of water-cresses or shamrocks, 
there they flocked as to a feast for the time, yet not able long to 
continue there withal ; that in short space there were none almost 
left, and a most populous and plentiful country suddenly left void 
of man and beast.” 

When we compare the naked horrors of this scene of deso- 
lation with the honied lies of rhyme on Lord Grey—when we 
see helpless women and infants doomed by the gentle Spenser 
to extirpation by famine, and yet find that the heaviest cen- 
sure, even of Sir James Hare, on Spenser, is a slight want of 
moderation, we may ask, whether the fanaticism of Mahomet, 
or the ferocity of the priests of Woden, ever more extinguished 
the feelings of humanity, ever more fatally perverted the pub- 
lic mind, than these extracts prove them to have been in the 
days of Spenser. He spoke the feelings of his day. His 
lines on Lord Grey, like the idol temples of the Mexicans, are 
the relics of a horrible system that immolated hecatombs of 
human victims. The excellence of Spenser’s character, in 
other respects, aggravates his guilt in yielding to prejudices 
which his genius should have resisted. His was a noble des 
tiny, had he raised his voice for the cause of humanity and 
the happiness of the empire, instead of giving the whole weight 
of his authority to a system which has cost Ireland tears of 
blood, and England millions of money, and which now defies 
the skill of imperial legislation. But we must not be too 
severe on the anti-Irish prejudices of an age, when all the 
great literary characters bowed in base adulation to the throne, 
adorning with every virtue, a woman whom any honest man 
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would be ashamed to call his sister. The errors of Spenser 

and his compeers, like all great national lies, will last as long 

as the system from which they sprang. When the Anglican 

Church shall have spent its time, and when Ireland is as’ she 

ought to be, England will understand the error of connect- 

ing private virtue with Elizabeth, or public justice with Lord 
rey. 

Spenser's prose work, The State of Ireland, is a statement 
of what he calls the abuses in laws, in customs, ‘end in religion ; 
together with an historical sketch adapted to each, and the 
reforms which he suggests. ‘The historical part, as far as it 
regards the ancient history and origin of the Irish, is almost 
entirely conjectural, and we omit it entirely ; our object be- 
ing to show that most of the grievances of Ireland under 
Elizabeth remain to this day, and that if Ireland is to be no 
longer “a ragged realm hanging on the back of England,” 
Spenser's policy must be abandoned. Englishmen ought to 
mistrust their judgment when they find Spenser deceiving and 
deceived; Irishmen must rely on themselves for the redress 
of their wrongs. Our limits allow us to touch only on few 
of his projected reforms. Some of them regard the Anglo- 
Irish, others the native Irish, and all are founded on this prin- 
ciple, that the Queen could, by her own mere will, change all the 
laws of the kingdom. ‘The following is a characteristic appli- 
cation of the principle :— 

“The common law appointeth, that all trials, as well of crimes as 
titles and rights, shall be made by a verdict of a jury chosen out of 
the honest and most substantial freeholders. Now most of the 
freeholders of that realm are Irish, which, when the cause shall fall 
betwixt an Englishman and an Irish, or between the queen and any 
freeholders of that country, they make no more scruple to pass 
against an Englishman and the queen, though it be to strain their 
oaths, than to drink milk unstrained ; so that before the jury go 
together, it is all to nothing what the verdict shall be. Yet is the 
law of itself (as I said) good, and the first institutions thereof being 
given to all Englishmen very rightfully ; but now that the Irish have 
stepped into the very rooms of our English, ' we are now to become 
heedful and provident of juries. * * 

“ Eudox.—But doth many of that alts lie no more con- 
science to perjure themselves in their verdicts, and damn their souls? 

* Iren.—Not only so in their verdicts, but also in all other their 
dealings, especially with the English they are most wilfully bent ; 
for though they will not seem manifestly to do it, yet will some one 
or other subtle-headed fellow amongst them put some quirk or 
devise some evasion, whereof the rest will likely take hold, and 
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suffer themselves easily to be led by him to that themselves desired. 
For a question or doubt that’may be raised, will make a stop to them, 
and put them quite out of the way. Besides that, of themselves 
(for the most part), they are so cautelous and wily-headed, espe- 
cially being men of so small experience and practice in law matters, 
that you would wonder whence they borrow such subtleties and 
sly shifts.” 


Eudoxius suggests as a remedy the selection of none but 
Englishmen and honest Irishmen to serve as jurors ; but Ire- 
neus, admitting that there are some honest Irishmen, objects, 


“That then the Irish party would cry out of partiality, and 
complain he hath no justice, he is not used as a subject, he is not 
suffered to have the free benefit of the law, and their outcries the 
magistrates here do much shun, as they have cause, since they are 
readily hearkened unto here ; neither can it be indeed, although 
the Irish party would be so contented to be so compassed, that such 
English freeholders, which are but few, and such faithful Irishmen, 
which are indeed as few, should be always chosen for trials, for 
being so few they should be made weary of their freeholds. And 
therefore a good care is to be had, by all good occasions to increase 
their number and to plant more by them. But were it so that the 
jurors could be picked out of such choice men as you desire, this 
would nevertheless be as bad a corruption in the trial; for the 
evidence being brought in by the baser Irish people, will be as 
deceitful as the verdict, for they care much less than the others 
what they swear, and sure their lords may compel them to say any- 
thing ; for I myself have heard, when one of the baser sort (which 
they call churls) being challenged and reproved for his false oath, 
hath answered confidently, that his lord commanded him, and it 
was the least thing he could do for his lord to swear for him; so 
unconscionable are those common people, and so little feeling have 
they of God or their own souls.” 


Let the reader remember that this common people did, 
according to Spenser’s own confession, bear “ sharp pains and 
penalties,” rather than take the oath of supremacy, or frequent 
the conventicles of the Established Church. But the charge 
of perjury was then, as at the present day, the pretext to rob 
Ireland of her rights. Spenser thus puts his tyrannical plea 
for the abolition of trial by jury. 


“ Eudox.—It is a most miserable case ; but what help can there 
be in this? for though the manner of their trials should be altered, 
yet the proof of anything must needs be by the testimonies of such 
persons as the parties shall produce, which, if they be corrupt, how 
can any light of the truth appear? What remedy is there for this 
evil, but to make heavy laws and penalties against jurors ? 
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“ Tren.—I think, sure, that will do small good; for when a 
people be inclined to any vice, or have no touch of conscience nor 
sense of their evil doings, it is bootless to think to restrain them by 
any penalties or fear of punishment ; but either the occasion is to 
be taken away, or a more understanding of the right or shame of 
the fault to be imprinted. For, if that Lycurgus should have made 
it death for the Lacedemonians to steal, they being a people which 
naturally delighted in stealth, or it should be made a capital crime for 
Flemings to be taken in drunkenness, there should have been few 
Lacedemonians then left, and few Flemings now ; so impossible it 
is to remove any fault so general in a people with terror of laws or 
most sharp restraints.”—p. 486. 


That this attempt to exclude Irish subjects from appearing 
as evidence or jurors is based on malignant slanders, is evident 
both from the well-known testimony of Sir John Davis to 
the love of justice which he always found in the Irish, and 
also from the following words of one of Spenser’s fellow- 
adventurers, Payne, whose description of Ireland was pub- 
lished some time since by the Irish Archeological Society. 
Writing from Ireland to his English friends, he says— 


“Let not the reports of those that have spent all their owne, and 
what they could by any means get from others in England, dis- 
courage you from Ireland, although they and such others, by bad 
dealings, have wrought a general discredit to all Englishmen in that 
country, which are to the Irish unknown. These men will say 
there is great danger in travelling the country, and much more to 
dwell or inhabit therein; yet they are free from three of the greatest 
dangers,—first, they cannot meet, in all that land, any worse than 
themselves; secondly, they need not fear robbing, because they 
have not anything to lose; lastly, they are not likely to run in 
debt, for that none will trust them. * * * * What these men 
have reported, or what the simple have credited, that would rather 
believe a runagate than travel to see. But what I have discovered 
or learned in that country, I will herein recite to you. First, the 
people are of three sortes; the better sorte (who alone could serve 
on juries) are very civil and honestly given. * * * * Their 
entertainment for your diet shall be more welcome and plentiful 
than cleanly and handsome ; for, although they did never see you 
before, they will make you the best cheare their country yields 
for two or three days, and take not anything therefore. * * * 
They keep their promise faithfully, and are more desirous of peace 
than our Englishmen, for that in time of warres they are more 
charged ; and also they are fatter prizes for the enemie, who re- 
specteth no person. * * * Nothing is more pleasing to them 
than to hear of good justices placed among them. ‘They have a 
common saying, which I am persuaded they speake unfainedly, 
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which is Defend me and spend me,—meaning from the oppression 
of the worser sort of our countrymen. They are obedient to the 
laws, so that you may travel through all the land, without any 
danger or injurie offered of the very worst Irish, and be greatly 
relieved of the best.”—p. 1-2. 


Many of the good people of England who now swallow the 
slanders of the runagate tory press, will no doubt prefer the 
testimony of Spenser to that of this honest merchant, whose 
mortal dread of the Pope could not deter him from doing jus- 
tice to the Irish Papists. Yet Payne wasa most pious Pro- 
testant. Neither was he blind to what he believed were the 
faults of the Irish, but he had no infamous lord-lieutenant to 
defend, or private interests to serve by slanders. 

“T cannot deny,” he says, “ but in the Desmondes warres were 
many Irish traitors, ; yet herein judge charitably, for such was the 
misery of that time that many were driven to this bad choice, viz. 
that whether they would be spoiled as well by the enemy as the 
worse sort of soldiers at home, or go out to the rebelles and be 
hanged, which is the fairest end of a traitor. But as touching their 
governmentin their corporations where they bear rule, it is done with 
such wisdom, equity, and justice, as demands worthy commendations. 
For I myself have seen, divers times, in several places within their 
jurisdictions, well near twenty causes decided at one sitting, with 
so much indifference that, for the most part, both plaintiff and de- 
fendant hath departed contented ; yet many that make show of 
peace and desireth to live by blood do utterly mislike this, or any 
good thing that the poor Irishman doth ; wherefore let us daily pray 
unto Almighty God to put it into the heart of our dread sovereign 
Elizabeth, that as her highness is queen of so great and fruitful a 
country, wherein her majesty hath a great number of good and 
loyal subjects, to have especial care that they be not numbered nor 
gathered up with traitorous rebels.” 


On this evidence of the plain-dealing English merchant, we 
have no hesitation in applying to Spenser’s accusation his own 
well-known lines, book v. canto 12. 

XXXIV. 
For whatsoever good by any said 
Or done she heard, she would straightwayes invent 
How to deprave or slanderously upraid; 
Or to misconstrue of a man’s intent, 
And turn to ill the thing that well was meant. 
Therefore she used often to resort 
To common haunts and companies frequent, 
To hearke what any one did good report, 
To blot the same with blame or wrest in wicked sort. 
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XXXV. 
And if that any ill she heard of any, 
She would it eke and make much worse by telling, 
And take great joy to publish it to many, 
That every matter worse was for her melling. 
Her name was hight Detraction, and her dwelling 
Was near to Envy, even her neighbour next; 
A wicked hag, and Envy’s self excelling 
In mischief, for herself she only vext, 
But this same doth herself and others eke perplext. 
XXXVI. 
Her face was ugly, and her mouth distort, 
Foming with poyson round about her gills, 
In which her cursed tongue full sharpe and short, 
Appeared like aspe’s sting, that closely kills, 
Or cruelly does wound whomso she wills. 
A distaff in her other hand she had, 
Upon the which she little spins but spils 
And faines to weave false tales and leasings bad, 
To throw amongst the good which others had disprad. 


Some of Spenser’s exquisite descriptions of Irish scenery 
were much more agreeable than the preceding flo de se; but, 
for the present, “ false tales and leasings bad” must be the bur- 
den of our page. 

One class of the natives of Ireland had the strongest claims 
on the gratitude of England. The corporations, without a 
single exception, adhered to the English crown, in every 
change of the chequered destiny of Ireland, from the days of 
Henry II down to those of Elizabeth, When England 
changed her faith, the Anglo-Irish towns still remained Ca- 
tholic. They saw their abbeys unroofed, or occupied by the 
English undertaker, their churches seized by the Anglican 
minister and his clerk, and a few English soldiers and officials, 
and their own religion proscribed, except the precarious tole- 
ration of the private mass. During the reign of Elizabeth, 
English dominion was often reduced to such a state, that the 
revolt of a few of those Catholic towns would have made 
Ireland independent. Yet they preserved unbroken allegiance 
to their Protestant Queen. What reward does Spenser pro- 
pose for their fidelity? He proposes that Waterford and 
Cork should be heavily taxed to pay a standing garrison, that 
their charters should be violated, and that her majesty’s sword 
should be the sole answer to their remonstrances. Here are 
the privileges : 
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* There are other privileges granted to most of the corporations 
here, that they shall not be bound to any other government than 
their own; that they shall not be charged with garrisons; that they 
shall not be travailed forth out of their own franchises; that they 
may buy and sell with thieves and rebels (the native Irish); that all 
amercements and fines that shall be imposed upon them shall come 
unto themselves. All which, though at the time of their first 
grant, they were tolerable and perhaps reasonable, yet now are 
most unreasonable and inconvenient; but all these will be easily 
cut off with the superior power of her majesty’s prerogative, against 
which her own grants are not to be pleaded or enforced.”—p. 488. 


* This is a sample of the spirit of liberty infused by the 
Reformation into our old Catholic institutions. The plan 
which he suggests to reconcile Cork and Waterford to their 
garrisons is characteristic of English domination. Why should 
they complain, since they were to have fellow-sufferers ? 

“ Eudox. Let me ask, why in those cities of Munster, Waterford 
and Cork, you rather placed garrisons than in all others in Ireland? 
for they may think themselves to have a great wrong to be so 
charged above all the rest? 

“ Tren. I will tell you : those two cities, above all the rest, do offer 
an ingate to the Spaniards most fitly; but yet, because they shall 
not take exceptions to this that they are charged above all the rest, 
I will also lay a charge upon all the others likewise; for indeed it 
is no reason that the corporate towns, enjoying great privileges and 
franchises from her Majesty, and living thereby not only safe, but 
drawing to them the wealth of all the land, shou'd live so free as 
not to be partakers of the burden of this garrison, for their own 
safety, especially in this time of trouble.”—p. 520. 


The reasoning is specious, but it was against a charter; 
and Spenser must have known that during Desmond’s war, 
Cork and Waterford had been willing and able to defend 
themselves ; but truly has he written : 


What tygre or what other salvage wight, 
Is so exceeding furious and fell, 
As wrong, when it hath armed itself with might? 
Not fit mongst men, that doe with reason mell, 
But mongst wild beasts and salvage woods to dwell, 
Where still the stronger doth the weak devoure, 
And they that most in boldnesse do excell 
Are dreaded most, and feared for their power. 
Book v. cant. 9. 


Perhaps of all the causes of Irish discontent and calamities 
from the accession of Elizabeth to the catastrophe under 
Cromwell, there was not one—not even religious persecution 
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itself—more pernicious than the inquisition into defective 
titles. In the hands of needy and unprincipled adventurers, 
it was a fearful instrument to ruin the peace of private 
families, to shake all public confidence, and to goad and tor- 
ture the nation into rebellion. In the days of Elizabeth, 
lands that had been peaceably possessed for two centuries, 
were resumed by the crown—and every one knows how fatally 
and disgracefully the same policy was followed by the base 
Stuarts,—James and Charles. The very lands that Spenser 
held were indirectly the fruits of this inquisition; for by it 
the unfortunate Desmond was driven into rebellion, and his 
country wasted, as we have seen, with fire and sword. To 
7 the justice or policy of this robbery would not suit 

penser’s principles. He encourages it by holding out the 
strongest possible bribes to the harpies of Elizabeth. Having 
stated the uncertainty of Irish tenures, he says : 

“For the reformation of which, I wish that there were a com- 
mittee granted forth, under the great seal, as I have seen one 
recorded in the old chronicle book of Munster, that was sent forth 
in the time of Sir William Drury (who planned Desmond’s rebellion) 
unto persons of special trust and judgment, to enquire throughout 
all Ireland, beginning with one county first, and so resting awhile 
till the same were settled, by the verdict of a sound and substantial 
jury, how every man holdeth his land, of whom, and by what 
tenure; so that every one should be admitted to show what right 
he hath, and by what services he holdeth his land, whether in chief, 
or in soccage, or by knight’s service, or how else soever. There- 
upon would appear, first, how all those great English lords do claim 
those great services, what seigniories they usurp, what wardships 
they have taken from the queen, what lands of hers they conceal. 
And then, how those Irish captains of countries have encroached 
upon the queen’s freeholders and tenants; how they have translated 
the tenures of them from English holding unto Irish tanistry, and 
defeated her majesty of all her rights and duties which are to accrue 
to her thereabouts, as wardships, livries, marriages, fines of alien- 
ations, and many other commodities, which now are kept and con- 
cealed from her majesty to the value of £40,000 per annum, I dare 
undertake in all Ireland, by that which I know in one county.”— 
p. 524. 

How the sound and substantial jury would be composed, 
and what were the qualifications of the special and district in- 
quisitors, is evident from Spenser’s views already cited on 
Irish juries. He says, indeed, that he did not wish to deprive 
the occupants of their property, but he leaves the matter to 
the packed jury. This was setting Jalus the yron man, with 
the yron flail, on the bench, and throwing the ermine over 
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the coat of mail. The whole history of this court of inquiry 
is a frightful commentary on Spenser’s justice to Ireland. 

Some of the real evils of the realm Spenser certainly ex- 
poses, and calls for their redress. But by a wretched fatality 
in so great a man, he himself 9 aap by his example, the 
evil of which he complains. It has been the miserable lot of 
Ireland, to this very hour, to be governed by men who, from 
the first authority in the island down to the policeman or 
clerk, have regarded their offices as a private speculation, and 
not as a charge for the public good. Much of this evil there 
is, of course, in ever government ; but it stares us in the 
face at every page of Trish history, and in its most disgusting 
forms. Does not the following look like a history of the Shin- 
rone police, or the more frightful machinations by which the 
rebellion of ’98 was fomented by government ? 


“But there is one very foul abuse, which, by the way, I may not 
omit, and that is in captains, who, notwithstanding that they are spe- 
cially employed to make peace, through strong execution of war, 
yet they do so daudle their doings, and daudle in the service to them 
committed, as if they would not have the enemy subdued or utterly 
beaten down, for fear that afterwards they should need employment 
and so be discharged of pay; for which cause, some of them that are 
laid in garrison do so handle the matter, that they will do no great 
hurt to the enemies; yet for colour sake, some men they will kill 
even half with the consent of the enemy, whose heads eftsoons they 
send to the governor, for a commendation of their great endeavour, 
* * * * and therefore they do cunningly carry their course of 
government, and from one hand to another do bandy the service like 
a tennis-ball, which they will never strike quite away, for fear lest 
afterwards they should want.” 


How could this traffic in public disorder be abandoned by 
the fry of officials, when it had the sanction of the highest 
authorities in the land? 


“ And if I should say there is some blame thereof in the prin- 
cipal governors, I think I should also show some reasonable proof of 
my speech. As for example, some of them seeing the end of their 
government to draw nigh, and some mischiefs and troublous prac- 
tices growing up, which afterwards may work trouble to the next 
succeeding governor, will not attempt the redress or the cutting off 
thereof, either for fear they should leave the realm unquiet at the 
end of their government, or that the next that cometh should receive 
the same too quiet, and so haply win more praise thereof than they 
before. And therefore they will not seek at all to repress that 
evil,......what comes afterwards they care not, or rather wish the 
WOTSt..++0006 .»The governors usually are envious one of an other’s 
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greater glory, which if they would seek to excel by better governing 
it should be a most laudable emulation, but they do quite otherwise. 
For this, as you may mark, is the common order of them, that who 
cometh next in place will not follow that course of government, 
however good, which his predecessors held, either for disdain of 
himself, or doubt to have his doings drowned in another man’s praise; 
but will straight take a way quite contrary to the former, as if the 
former thought by keeping the Irish under to reform them; the next. 
by discountenancing the English, will curry favour with the Irish, 
and so make his government seem plausable as having all the Irish 
at his command ; but he that cometh after will perhaps follow neither 
the one nor the other, but will dandle the one and the other in such 
sort as he will suck sweet out of them both, and leave bitterness to 
“the poor country.”—p. 506. 


Such was the system of Irish government in the days of 
Spenser, and such, with merely a change in the name, it con- 
tinues. But all this fine philosophy was, on Spenser's lips, 
nothing but the rhetoric of an ex-minister and expectant place- 
man. We mustdeny him the credit of speaking for the pub- 
lic good, because he afterwards applies these very principles to 
the exculpation of his patron Lord Grey, and the condemnation 
of Sir John Perrott, one of the best governors, by the consent 
of all historians, that ever ruled Ireland. Perrott sueceeded 
Grey, and pursued a policy diametrically opposite. He en- 
deavoured to govern, not for a faction, but for the nation at 
large ; and though the Armada threatened England, the Irish 
gave him their affectionate allegiance, and remained so tranquil 
that, humanly speaking, his recall and the abandonment of 
his just government must be classed amongst those acts of 
mercy to the Catholic Church, which removed temptation from 
her children to join the Anglican sect. Just government 
would have been a more dangerous antagonist to the Catholic 
faith at that period than the famines and mass acresof the 
Drurys and Greys. But let us hear Spenser :— 

“ After Lord Grey’s calling away from thence, the two lords jus- 
tices continued but a while ; of which the one was of mind (as it 
seemed) to have continued in the footing of his predecessors, but 
that he was curbed and restrained. But the other was more mildly 
disposed as was meet for his profession, and willing to have all the 
wounds of the commonwealth healed and recured, but not with that 
heed as they should be. After, when Sir John Perrott, succeeding 
(as it were) into another man’s harvest,found an open way to what 
course he list, the which he bent not to that point which the former 
governors intended; but rather quite the contrary, as it were in 
scorn of the former and in vain vaunt of his own councils, with the 
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which he was too wilfully carried; for he did tread down and dis- 
grace all the English, and set up and countenance the Irish all that 
he could, whether thinking thereby to make them more tractable 
and buxom to his government (wherein he thought much amiss), 
or privily plotting some purposes of his own, as it partly afterwards 
appeared. But surely his manner of government could not be 
sound nor wholesome for that realm, it being so contrary to the 
former (Lord Grey’s). For it was even as two physicians should 
take one sick body in hand, at two sundry times; of which the 
former would minister all things meet to purge and keep under the 
body; the other to pamper and strengthen it suddenly again ; 
whereof what is to be looked for but a most dangerous relapse? 
That which we now see through his rule and the next after him, 
happened thereunto, being now more dangerously sick than ever 
before. ‘Therefore it must by all means be foreseen and assumed, 
that after once entering on this reformation, there be afterwards 
no remorse or drawing back, for the sight of any such rueful ob- 
jects as must thereupon follow, nor for compassion of their calami- 
ties; seeing that by no other means it is possible to cure them, and 
that these are not of mild but of very urgent necessity.”—p. 511. 


Here the “gentle” poet bolts the door, and blocks the 
windows, and stops up every outlet that might convey the 
screams of his victims to the ear of mercy. He forgets the 
profound tranquillity of Ireland under the strong but just 
government of Perrott, and in scorn of that government and 
vain vaunt of the bloody policy of Grey, with which he was 
identified, he makes the lives of the Irish, and the peace of 
the realm, the tennis-ball of his factious gratitude. We 
could not think of transcribing so many extracts from a work 
so well known as the State of Ireland, if they did not apply 
to the present day as well as to the period when they were 
written, and every succeeding period. What can be more 
humiliating than that Ireland should remain the battle-field 
of English factions, fomenting the discord of her children 
to their common degradation and ruin? It is, indeed, a 
shameful thing for Irish Protestants, and Irish Catholics, that 
where there is so much genius, so much virtue, so much 
kindness in the intercourse of private life, and, of late, such 
cordial co-operation in matters of minor national interest, 
there should not be a strong and united resolve to compel the 
government to rule for the general good. Protestants complain 
of clerical agitation; but look over the ten thousand speeches 
of priests for the last few years, delivered often in presence 
of their flocks alone, and always with the native ardour of 
Irishmen; and where do we find, in all these speeches, even 
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one stray word to justify the imputation of an intolerance 
inconsistent with the most perfect union with all religions for 
civil and political objects? The Catholics of Ireland ever 
did, and we trust ever shall, maintain the sacred inflexibilit 
in all religious matters; but what body has ever given poe 4 
proofs of rooted hatred and contempt for exclusive temporal 

rivileges and state endowments! Do the Protestants of 

vam imagine that “ the traitor of 1829” would hesitate to 
sacrifice them, or stop at any amount of annual pension or 
green acres to make the Catholic Church, by state connexion, 
an accomplice in Irish misgovernment? But so rooted is the 
aversion of the Catholic clergy to state connexion, so firm 
their resolve to remain, in the words of Burke, “the perfect 
image of the primitive Christian Church,” dutiful subjects, 
but independent priests, that we are sure the most ardent 
clerical repealers would fling repeal to the winds, if they 
thought that the young repealers, who sometimes give the 
Irish people weekly glimpses of French political philosophy, 
could succeed in making the Catholic Church the paid func- 
tionary of even an Irish parliament. These thoughts occurred 
to us when we found Spenser and his imitators enabled by 
Irish discord to traffic in the misery and degradation of 
Ireland; but we hope the day is not distant when all Irish- 
men will be reconciled by “ the amiable dame,”— 


* Who Concord ycleped was in common reed, 
Mother of blessed Peace and Friendship trew ; 
They both her twins, both borne of heavenly seed, 
And she herself likewise divinely grew, 

The which right well her works divine did shew. 
For strength, and wealth, and happiness, she lends, 
And strife, and war, and anger, does subdew. 

Of little, much; of foes she maketh friends; 

And to afflicted minds sweet rest and quiet sends.” 


Where could concord more appropriately erect her temple, 
and diffuse more strength, and wealth, and happiness, than 
in Ireland as she was made by God ? 


“For sure it is a most beautiful and sweet country as any is 
under heaven, being stored throughout with many goodly rivers, 
replenished with all sorts of fish most abundantly, sprinkled with 
many sweet islands and goodly lakes, like little inland seas, that 
will carry our ships upon their waters; adorned with goodly woods, 
even fit for building of houses and ships; so commodiously as if 
some princes in the world had them, they would soon hope to be 
lords of all the seas, and ere long of all the world; also full of very 
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good ports and havens, opening upon England, as inviting us to 
come to them, to see what excellent commodities that country can 
afford; besides the soil itself most fertile, fit to yield all kind of 
fruit that may be committed thereunto; and lastly the heavens 
most mild and temperate.”—p. 484. 

But to return to oursad task. Even in this sweet passage, 
so like the lulling melody of his verse, Spenser is a tempter, 
depicting the glowing charms of helpless beauty. His plan 
for the subjugation of the native Irish is conceived in the 
worst spirit of barbarian conquest. Tyrone and Wicklow 
were the strongholds of the Irish, who, during the whole 
reign of Elizabeth, baffled by an intrepid guerilla the whole 
power of England. A levy of 10,000 footmen and 1000 
horse was to be the first step: 8,000 were to be quartered in 
Ulster, in four garrisons of 2,000 each, on the Blackwater, at 
Castleliffer, at Fermanagh, and in Monaghan. 1000 men in 
the county Wicklow in six garrisons, and 1000 in two gar- 
risons in Connaught, in Mayo, and Galway, “to keep down 
the Burkes, and Connors, and Kellies, and Murries, and all 
them thereabouts.” The garrisons being thus placed, proclama- 
tion was to be made that whatever inhabitants of these countries 
should absolutely submit themselves within twenty days (ex- 
cept only the very principals and head leaders) should find 
grace. But those that did not come in and submit them- 
selves on the first summons, should never afterwards be re- 
ceived, but left to their miserable end! because they were 
stout and obstinate rebels, and never could be made dutiful 
and obedient, nor brought to labour or civil conversation ; 
for, being acquainted with spoils and outrages, they will ever 
after be ready for the like occasions, there could be no hope 
of their amendment, and therefore needful to be cut off. A 
winter campaign, well followed up, was to be the agent of 
extermination. 

“For it is not in Ireland as in other countries, where the wars 
flame most in summer, and the helmets glisten brightest in the 
brightest sunshine ; but in Ireland the winter yieldeth best services, 
for then the trees are bare and naked, which used both to clothe 
and house the kern; the ground is cold and wet, which useth to be 
his bedding ; the air is sharp and bitter to blow through his naked 
sides and legs; the kine are barren and without milk, which useth 
to be his only food, neither if he kill them will they yield him flesh, 
nor if he keep them will they yield him food; beside, being all 
with calf for the most part, they will through much chasing and 
driving cast all their calves and lose their milk, which should relieve 
them the next summer...... Towns there are none of which he 
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may get spoil, they are all burnt; bread he hath none, he plougheth 
not in summer; flesh he hath, but if he kill it in winter he shall 
want milk in summer, and shortly want life; therefore, if they be 
well followed but one winter, you shall have little work with them 
the next summer.”—p. 509. 


Spenser calculates that before the second winter, the enemy 
would be brought so low, as to accept any conditions. Judg- 
ing from what he had seen in Desmond’s wars, he supposed 
that no living thing, man or beast, could be found in Tyrone, 
Tyrconnell, or the county of Wicklow; but should any re- 
main, he wished a general proclamation to be made in Her 
Majesty’s name, that whoever came in and submitted, should 
either heme pardon, or permission to return in safety. Sup- 
posing that all the survivors would come in, he suggests that 
those who were fit for subjection, or even all (because, he 
adds, “I think that a// wili be very few’), may be received, on 
condition of resigning themselves to the absolute disposal of 
the conqueror. When a similar proclamation was issued at 
the close of Desmond’s war, he saw those who were refused 
protection, begging that anything should be done to them 
rather than that they should be compelled to return and die 
of hunger and misery. 

From the manner in which he wished to dispose of the 
remnant of the northern and Wicklow Irish, it would appear 
that he believed there was a deathless spirit of liberty breath- 
ing from their native soil, which could never brook the chains 
of the stranger. Like the giant of old, the kern and galloglass 
were invincible as long as they trod their native hills. To 
break this spirit, the poet proposes the following singular plan: 

“When the Ulster men be come in, I would have them first 
unarmed utterly, and stripped quite of all their warlike weapons, 
and then these conditions set down and made known to them: that 
they shall be placed in Leinster, and have land given them to 
occupy and live upon, in such sort as shall become good subjects, 
to labour thenceforth for their living, and to apply themselves to 
honest trades of civility, as they shall every one be found fit and 
able for. 

“ Eudox. Where then, a God’s name, will you place them in 
Leinster? or will you find out any new land there that is yet un- 
known ? 

“ Iren. No; I will place them all in the county of the Binnes and 
Tools, which Pheagh M’Hugh hath, and in all the lands of the 
Cavanaghs, which are now in rebellion, and all the lands which will 
fall to her majesty thereabouts, which I know to be very spacious, 
and large enough to contain them, being very near twenty or thirty 
miles wide. 
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“ Eudox. But then what will you do with all the Birnes, the 
Tooles, and the Cavanaghs, and all those that are now joined with 
them ? 

“ Tren. ..... I will translate all that remain of them unto the 
places of the other in Ulster, with all their creete and what else they 
have left them.”—p. 516. 

We remarked that Spenser’s policy to the Anglo-Irish 
could be traced in the acts of every succeeding government, 
and the same may be said of his schemes of extermination, or 
transplanting, for the native Irish. Mountjoy, in the war 
with Tyrone, carried out Spenser’s campaign to the letter; 
and James the First, in the confiscation of the six counties of 
the north, the county of Wicklow, and King’s and Queen’s 
County, did but realize the settlement projected by the gentle 

oet. 

The civil reformation of Ireland was to be completed in the 
same spirit in which it was commenced. When the Irish 
septs were broken, and their remnants dispersed and inter- 
mingled with the English colonists throughout the country, 
the sword was still to continue unsheathed. Martial law, in 
the most summary forms, was to be permanently enforced 
against all who left the places where they were located. Here 
was the precedent for those suspensions of the constitution 
which have been so cherished a remedy for all the evils of 
Treland. 

“ But afterwards, lest any of them (the Irish) should swerve, 
or any that is tied to a trade should afterwards not follow the same, 
according tv this institution, but should straggle up and down the 
country, or mich in corners among their friends idly, as carrowes, 
bards, jesters, and such like, I would wish that a provost-marshal 
should be appointed in every shire, which should continually walk 
about the country, with half-a-dozen or half-a-score horsemen, to 
take up such loose persons as they should thus find wandering, 
whom he should punish by his own authority, with such pains as 
the person shall seem to deserve ; for if he be but once so taken 
idly roguing, he may punish him more lightly, as with stocks or 
such like ; but if he be found again so loitering, he may scourge 
him with whips or rods, after which, if he be again taken, let him 
have the bitterness of martial law.” 

Thus, whatever was exclusive, or tyrannical, or sanguinary, 
in British misgovernment, had the sanction of Spenser, though 
he had before his eyes, in the administration of Perrott, a 
proof of the ease with which the Irish people could be won 
over by gentleness and justice. One merit the State of Ireland 
certainly possesses, and in the highest degree. No book with 
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which we are acquainted,. sketches so vividly the scenes and 
characters of the age. If we are ever to hove a history of 
the Irish reign of Elizabeth, not a cold skeleton, but a breath- 
ing figure picturing the men and events of that great crisis, 
Spenser can be consulted with great advantage. O’Sullivan, 
in his Historie Catholicw, often omits things which, from 
being so familiar to himself, were deemed unworthy of notice. 
But in Spenser, the features of the country, so different from 
what they are to-day, the manners of the Irish through all 
their grades, the woodkerne, the gallowglass, “the rake 
hell horseboy,” the daring mountaineers of Wicklow and 
Tyrone; together with the poor hunted friar, and the lazy or 
vicious Anglican,—are all depicted in vivid colours. The 
bards were objects of special attention. 

“There is amongst the Irish a certain kind of people called 
bards, which are to them instead of poets, whose profession is to set 
forth the praises-or dispraises of men, in their poems or rythms, 
the which are had in so high regard and estimation amongst them, 
that none dare displease them for fear to run into reproach through 
their offence, and to be made infamous in the mouth of all men. 
For their verses are taken up with general applause, and usually 
sung at all feasts and meetings by certain other persons whose 
proper function that is; who also receive for the same great rewards 
and reputation amongst them...... These Irish bards are so far from 
instructing young men in moral discipline, that they themselves do 
more deserve to be sharply disciplined ; for they seldom used to 
choose unto themselves the doings of good men for the arguments 
of their poems, but whomsoever they find to be most licentious of 
life, most bold and lawless in his doings, most dangerous and des- 
perate in all parts of disobedience and rebellious disposition, him 
they set up and glorify in their rhymes; him they praise to the 
people, and to young men make an example to follow..... As of 
a most notorious thief and wicked outlaw [some independent chief 
or subject driven to arms in self-defence], which had lived all his 
lifetime of spoils and robberies, one of their bards in his praise will 
say, that he was none of the idle milk-sops that was brought up by 
the fire-side, but that most of his days he spent in arms and valiant 
enterprises ; that he did never eat his bread before he had won it 
with his sword; that he lay not all night slugging in a cabin, under 
his mantle, but used commonly keep others waking to defend their 
lives, and did light his candle in the flames of their houses to guide 
him in the darkness; that the day was his night, and the night his 
day; that he loved not to be long wooing of wenches to yield to 
him, but where he came he took by force the spoil of other men’s 
love, and left but lamentation to their lovers; that his music was 
not the harp, nor lays of love, but the cries of people, and the clash- 
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ing of armour; and, finally, that he died not bewailed by many, 
but made many wail when he died, that dearly bought his death. 
Do you not think, Eudoxus, that many of their praises might be 
applied to men of best deserts? Yet are they all yielded to some 
notable traitor, and amongst some of the Irish not lightly accounted 
of. For the song, when it was first made and sung to a person of 
high degree there, was bought, as their manner is, for forty crowns.” 


It is clear from these extracts, that the great crime of the 
bards was their love of Ireland and independence,—a crime 
which met no mercy from a brother bard. Had they pro- 
faned the muse like Spenser himself, by blazoning the evil 
deeds and consecrating the crimes of Earl Grey, all their sins 
would have been covered by political apostacy. But they 
were doomed to extirpation because they spurned the Saxon 
chain, and devoted their genius, which extorts the admiration 
of Spenser, to the liberty of their country. 

“T have caused,” he says, “divers of them to be translated unto 
me, that I might understand them, and surely they savoured of 
sweet wit and good invention, but skilled not of the goodly orna- 
ments of poetry ; yet were they sprinkled with some pretty flowers 
of natural device, which gave good grace and comeliness unto them, 
the which it is a great pity to see so abused, to the gracing of 
wickedness and vice, which with good usage would serve to adorn 
and beautify virtue.”—p. 501. 


It were well for the fame of Spenser, that almost all his 
political writings, and too much of his poetry, which graces 
wickedness a vice, had shared the fate of the artless effu- 
sions of the forgotten bards. 

With few exceptions, he enters fully into the exclusive and 
tyrannical spirit of Anglo-Irish legislation. Descending to 
the minutest details of dress, language, intermarriages, foster- 
ing, he wished to mould the whole frame of society after the 
English fashion, without any regard to the national character 
or the circumstances of the country. Once indeed, he 
ventures to condemn the laws that forbade saffron shirts and 
smocks, gilt bridles and petronels, and the wearing of beard 
on the upper lip; but a look at his own portrait, shows he 
had personal grounds for defending the moustache ; and the 
following laboured philippic against Irish mantles and glibbs, 
deprives him of all claims to statesman-like views in tolerating 
gilt bridles or saffron shirts. The glibb, as every one knows, 
was a thick curled lock of hair flowing over the forehead. 
Spenser called for a law against it; because whenever an 
Irishman broke the law, he either cut off his glibb or pulled 
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it down over his eyes, masking himself as securely from the 
pursuits of justice, as if he had been wrapped in the Proteus 
folds of his Scythian mantle. Spenser against the mantle is 
a study for all small politicians, from the wise head that saw 
treason in moustaches, or in gold lace, or ladies’ gowns,— 
down to the collective wisdom that branded Irish arms. 


* The Irish mantle should be prohibited, because it is a fit house 
for an outlaw, a meet bed for a rebel, and an apt cloak for a thief. 
First, the outlaw being, for his many crimes and villainies, banished 
from the towns and houses of honest men, and wandering in waste 
places far from danger of law, maketh his mantle his house, and 
under it covereth himself from the wrath of heaven, from the offence 
of earth, and from the sight of men. When it raineth, it is his 
pent-house; when it bloweth, it is his tent; when it freezeth, it is 
his tabernacle. In summer he can wear it loose, in winter he can 
wrap it close; at all times he can use it—never weary, never cum- 
bersome. Likewise for a rebel it is as serviceable: for in the war 
that he maketh, when he still flieth from his foe, or lurketh in the 
thick woods and straight passages, waiting for advantages, it is his 
bed, yea, and almost his household stuff. For the wood is his house 
against all weathers, and his mantle is his couch to sleep in; therein 
he wrappeth himself round, and coucheth himself strongly against 
the gnats, which in that country do more annoy the naked rebels 
whilst they keep the woods, and do more sharply wound them, than 
all their enemies’ swords and spears, which can seldom come nigh 
them. Yea, and oftentimes their mantle serveth them when they 
are near driven, being wrapped about their left arm, instead of a 
target; for it is hard to cut through with a sword, besides it is light 
to bear, light to throw away, and in all. Lastly, for a thief it is so 
handsome, as being, as they commonly are, naked, may seem as 
though it was first invented for him; for under it he may cleanly 
convey away any fit pillage that cometh handsomely in his way; 
and when he goeth abroad in the night in freebooting, it is his best 
and surest friend; for lying, as they often do, two or three nights 
together abroad, to watch for their booty, with that they can prettily 
shroud themselves under a bush or a bankside till they can conve- 
niently do their errand: and when all is over, he can, in his mantle, 
pass through any town or company, being close hooded over his 
head, as he useth, from knowledge of any to whom he is endangered. 
Besides this, he or any man else that is disposed to mischief or 
villiany, may under his mantle go firmly armed, without suspicion 
of any, carrying his head-piece, his skean, or pistol, if he please, to 
be always in readiness.”—p. 495. 

This extract reminds one of the discursive trifling of Spen- 
ser’s muse, often leading the reader from the main subject, 
and bewildering him in a maze of airy speculations, which 
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prove at once an inexhaustible fertility of imagination and a 
strange weakness of judgment. Seriously to recommend a law 
prohibiting all rebels and outlaws (to whom sword or spear 
could seldom come nigh) to wear the mantle, is something the 
same as if Marshal Bugeaud issued an order to the tribes of 
the desert not to wear the turban, because it protected their 
heads from the African sun. Perhaps the originators of the 
Irish Arms Act could take the hint, and have a law passed 
against the great coats now worn by the Irish peasant ; they 
have all the traitorous properties of the Scythian mantle. 
Still it would be unjust to attribute Spenser's dislike for Irish 
dress to whim or national prejudice. He wished to enslave 
the Irish ; and he had read in Aristotle, “that when Cyrus 
had overcome the Lydians, that were a warlike nation, and 
desired to bring them to a more peaceable life, he changed 
their apparel and music, and instead of their short warlike 
coat, clothed them in long garments like women, and instead 
of their warlike music, appointed to them certain lascivious 
lays, and loose jigs, by which......... they became tender and 
effeminate.” Slavish subserviency to English interests was 
the civilization which Spenser wished to the Irish. 

We have already had occasion to adduce his evidence on 
the disorders of the Established Church. The following were 
his views on the means by which these disorders were to be 
reformed : 

“In planting of religion, thus much is needful to be observed : 
that it be not sought forcibly to be impressed into them with terror 
and sharp penalties, as now is the manner, but rather delivered and 
intimated with mildness and gentleness, so as it may not be hated 
before it is understood, and their professors despised and rejected. 
And therefore it is expedient that some discreet ministers of their 
own countrymen be sent over amongst them, which, by their meek 
persuasions and instructions, as also by their sober lives and con- 
versations, first to understand, and afterwards to embrace, the doc- 
trine of their salvation, ...... wherein it is great wonder to see the 
odds which is between the zeal of popish priests and the ministers 
of the Gospel; for they spare not to come out of Spain, from Rome 
and from Remes, by long toil and dangerous travelling hither, 
where they know peril of death awaiteth them, and no reward or 
riches is to be found, only to draw the people into the Church 
of Rome ; whereas some of our idle ministers having a way for 
credit and estimation thereby opened unto them, without pains 
and without peril, will neither for the same nor any love of 
God, nor zeal of religion, nor for all the good they may do by 
winning souls to God, be drawn forth from their warm nests to 
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look out unto God’s harvest, which is now ready for the sickle, and 
all the fields yellow long ago. Doubtless, the good old godly fathers 
will (I fear me) rise up in the day of judgment to condemn them. 
oneges Were there ever so many of them (sober Englishmen) sent, 
even they should do small good till one enormity be taken from 
them (the Irish); that is, that both they be restrained from sending 
their young men abroad to other universities beyond the sea, as 
Remes, Douay, Lovain, and the like; and others from abroad be re- 
strained from coming unto them; for they lurking secretly in the 
houses, and in corners of the country, do more hurt and hindrance 
to religion, with their private persuasions, than all the others can 
do good with their public instructions.” 

It is good to ponder on this contrast: to weigh well the 
destiny of these poor lurking priests; to see them maintain- 
ing for three centuries the Catholic faith against the mightiest 
kingdom in the world; and when the hour of deliverance 
was come, emancipating themselves by the arms of truth and 
justice, and by the moral influence of that victory, bringing 
back by the Reform Bill the constitution of England to its 
Catholic form; to behold the Irish Catholics, the nucleus 
of Catholic congregations in the towns of England, or carry- 
ing the cross wherever the British banner floats over the 
ocean, or infusing the Catholic element into the great Ame- 
rican republic, or, more than all, exhibiting to the Catholics 
of Europe the image of an independent Church, perfectly 
free in an Erastian age, and reviving, by the incredible 
number of churches and convents erected within the last 
fourteen years, as well as by the lavish charity and increasing 
piety of her sons,—reviving, we say, the most zealous ages 
of the Christian Church. It is good to ponder on these 
things—not to feed our pride, but to know our duty; to 
make no change in what works so well, but transmit with our 
ecclesiastical liberty, a salutary distrust of the arm of flesh, 
which may attempt to bribe what it could not crush. The 
lurking friar was very probably the original of the following 
picture of the enchanter, who, according to Spenser, seduced 
the Church into the ways of error: 

At length they chaunst to meet upon the way, 

An aged sire in long blacke weedes yclad, 

His feete all bare, his beard all hoarie gray, 

And by his belt, his booke he hanging had, 

Sober he seemed, and very sagely sad; 

And to the ground his eyes were lowly bent, 
Simple in show and void of malice bad, 

And all the way he prayed, as he went, 

And often knockt his breast as one that did repent. 
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(His house) XXXIV. 
A little lonely hermitage it was, 
Downe in a dale hard by a forest’s side, 
Far from resort of people that did pass 
In traveill toe and froe; a little wyde 
There was an holy chappell edifyde, 
Wherein the hermite duly went to say 
His holy things each morn and eventyde, 
Thereby a christall stream did gently play, 
Which from a sacred fountain welled forth alway. 

XXXV. 

Around there, the little house they fill, 
No booke for entertainment where none was, 
Rest is their feast and all things at their will, 
The noblest mind the best contentment has. 
With faire discourse the evening so they pass, 
For that old man of pleasing words had store, 
And well could file his tongue as smooth as glass, 
He told of saintes and popes, and evermore 
He strowed an Ave Mary, after and before. 


We had intended to lighten our task by a few extracts 
from the Faery Queen, descriptive of Irish scenery. Besides 
the celebrated description of the Irish rivers, and of Arlo 
Hill, copied into Sir James Ware’s edition of the State of 
Ireland, the poem has many illustrations of a similar kind, 
But we must be content with a stanza on Arlo, and another 
on the allegory of the three rivers, the Barrow, Nore, 
and Sure. 


Whilom when Ireland flourished in fame, 

Of wealth and goodnesse far above the rest 

Of all that beare the British Islands’ name, 

The gods then used for pleasure and for rest, 

Oft to resort thereto (Arlo) when seemed them best. 

But none of all therein more pleasure found, 

Than Cynthia, that is soveraine queene profest 

Of woods and forests which therein abound, 

Sprinkled with wholesome waters more than most on ground. 


The three rivers are the “three fair sons” of the giant 
Blomius (Slieve Bloom) and the Nymph Rheusa:— 


The first the gentle Shure that making way 

By sweet Clonmell adorns rich Waterford, 

The next the stubborn Neure whose waters gray 

By faire Kilkenny and Rossepont boord; 

The third the goodly Barrow which doth hoord . 
29 
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Great heaps of salmon in his deep bosome, 
All which long sundered do at last accord 
To joyne in one, ere to the sea they come, 
So flowing all from one, all one at last become. 


The epithets, “gentle” and “stubborne” are not happily 
applied, unless there has been a great change since the days 
of Spenser. His lines— 

The spacious Shannon spreading like a sea, 
and 
Mulla mine, whose waves I whilome taught to weep, 


are not bad specimens of his artful melody, which, like the 
sounds in the cave of his magician, is as 

A trickling stream from high rock tumbling down, 

And ever drizzling rain upon the loft, 

Mixt with a murmuring wind much like the sowne 

Of swarming bees. 


Thousands know Spenser’s poetry who never heard of his 
politics. To such we feel some apology is due, for raking up 
these heavy charges on his memory. Should any person re- 
gard our notice as an effusion of monkish ignorance or bigoted 
intolerance, it must not be forgotten, that Spenser’s calumnies 
and policy are still the maxims of British governors, and un- 
fortunately, the public opinion of a large class of Englishmen 
towards Ireland. Had his errors died with him, like those of 
Cambrensis, who metamorphosed the people of Ossory into 
wolves, or like those of more modern historians, who gave 
tails to the wild Irish; or even like Milton’s huge lie on the 
Irish massacre of 1641; no person could condemn, more 
severely than ourselves, the wretched taste which should dis- 
inter the follies of a man who has been the delight of three 
centuries and the glory of English literature, But Spenser’s 
spirit survives in Irish misgovernment. His work is the fruit 
and food of prejudices injurious to some of our fellow-subjects 
and disgraceful to all. Such is the fate of the errors of ge- 
nius, especially when they are the errors of an age. The 
impure novelist, the lying historian, the factious pamphleteer, 
generally survive their works; but the man whose life is an 
epoch in the literature of his country, whose genius gives him 
an eminence through all time, is guilty indeed, when his 
splendour misleads and enthralls, by the spell of his name, the 
minds of his countrymen in pernicious errors. Spenser found 
many statesmen, as he tells us, heartily wishing that Ireland 
was “a pool of water;” he found others plotting the ex- 
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tirpation of all her inhabitants; others fomenting her disor- 
ganization lest she should grow too strong : and others haunted 
by the gloomy apprehension “that Almighty God had reserved 
her for some secret scourge which, through her, was to come 
unto England.” “A thing,” he says, “which was hard to 
know, but much to be feared.” Should God, in his retribu- 
tive justice, make England “suffer in that in which she has 
sinned,” what has Spenser done to arrest the judgment? No- 
thing, we fear. He found England prejudiced, he confirmed 
her; he found Ireland miserable, and plunged her still deeper 
in the gulph. In life and in death, by his writings and by 
his woes, when he wandered an outcast in London, after the 
loss of his property and the death of his child in the flames 
lit by Irish revenge, he was a firebrand between those whom 
it has pleased Providence to make the subjects of the 
same crown. 

Should the name of Spenser attract to our pages any of 
those gifted minds whose high prerogative it is to reform 
public opinion, perhaps when they review the errors of a 
kindred spirit, they will acknowledge that, as anti-Irish pre- 
judice has been one of the most fatal aberrations of the 
British mind, so there could be no greater blessing to the 
empire than to bury that prejudice for ever. So little inclined 
are we to part in anger with Spenser, that we have reserved 
for the close an appeal which covers a multitude of his sins, 
though it is clear his motive was not humanity, but policy— 
not the good of the tenant, but the destruction of the land- 
lords’ political power. How few the victims, how slight the 
rapid havoc of Irish wars, compared to the millions of hearts 
broken by the tyranny of landlords, from the days of Spenser 
to Lord Devon’s commission. 


“There is one general inconvenience which reigneth almost 
throughout all Ireland ; that is, the lords of lands and freeholders 
do not there use to set out their land in farm or for terms of years 
to their tenants, but only from year to year, and some during plea- 
sure ; neither, indeed, will the Irish husbandman or tenant other- 
wise take his land, than so long as he list himself. The reason 
hereof in the tenant is, for that the landlords there used most shame- 
fully to rack their tenants, laying upon them coigny and livery at 
pleasure, and exacting of them besides his covenants, what he 
pleaseth ; so that the poor husbandman dare not bind himself to 
him for a longer term, or thinketh by his continual liberty of change 
to keep his landlord the rather in awe from wronging of him. And 
the reason why the landlord will no longer covenant with him is, 
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for that he daily looketh after change and alteration, and hovereth 
in expectation of new worlds. 

“ Eudox. But what evil cometh hereby to the commonwealth, or 
what reason is it that any landlord should not set, nor any tenant 
take his land as himself list. 

“ Iren. Marry, the evils which come hereby are great ; for by 
this means both the landlord thinketh that he hath his tenant more 
at command, to follow him into what action soever he shall enter, 
and also the tenant, being left at his liberty, is fit for every occasion 
of change that shall be offered by time; and so much also the more 
ready and willing he is to run with the same, for that he hath no 
such state in any his holding; no such building upon any farm; no 
such cost employed in fencing or husbanding the same, as might 
withhold him from any such wilful course as his lord’s cause or his 
own lewd disposition may carry him into. All which he hath fore- 
borne, and spared so much expense ; for that he hath no firm estate 
in his tenement, but was only a tenant at will or little more, and so 
at will may leave it. And this inconvenience may be reason enough 
to ground any ordinance for the good of the commonwealth, against 
the private behoof or will of any landlord that shall refuse to grant 
any such term or estate unto his tenant, as may tend to the good of 
the whole realm. 

* Eudox. Indeed, methinks it is a great wilfulness in any such 
landlord to refuse to make any longer farms to their tenants, as may 
tende the general good of the realm, be also greatly for their own 
profit and avail. For what reasonable man will not think that the 
tenement shall be made much better for the lord’s behoof, if the 
tenant may by such good means be drawn to build himself some 
handsome habitation thereon, to ditch and enclose his ground, to 
manure and husband it, as good farmers use; for when his tenant’s 
term shall be expired, it will yield him in the renewing his lease, a 
good fine and a better rent. And also, it shall be for the good of 
the tenant likewise, who by such buildings and enclosures shall re- 
ceive many benefits; first, by the handsomeness of his house he 
shall take more comfort of his life, more safe-dwelling, and a delight 
to keep his said house neat and cleanly; which now being, as they 
commonly are, rather swine-styes than houses, is the chief cause of 
his so beastly manner of life and savage condition, lying and living 
together with his beast in one house, in one room, in one bed ; that 
is, clean straw, or rather a foul dunghill. And to all these commo- 
dities he shall, in a short time, find a greater added ; that is, his 
own wealth and riches increased and wonderfully enlarged, by keep- 
ing his cattle in enclosures where they shall always have fresh pas- 
tures, that now is all trampled and overrun; warm covert that now 
lieth open to all weather.” 


If this extract should prompt any of our lawgivers to check 
the grinding extortions of Irish landlords, Spenser’s appeal 
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on behalf of the poor tenants may be regarded as the same 
amende for his political, that the following is for his moral 
delinquency. 

Many lewd layes (ah! woe is me the more) 

In praise of that mad fit, which fools call love, 

T have in the heat of youth made heretofore, 

That in light wits did loose affection move. 

But all those follies now I do reprove, 

And turned have the tenor of my string, 

The heavenly praises of true love to sing. 


And ye that wont with greedy vaine desire, 

To reade my fault and wondering at my flame, 
To warme yourselves at my wide sparckling fire, 
Sith now that heat is quenched, quench my blame, 
And in her ashes shroud my dying shame; 

For, who my passed follies now pursewes, 
Beginnes his owne, and my old fault renewes. 








Art. VII.—Tracts for the Last Days. London: Painter. 1843. 


ete those Catholics who have carefully and impartially 
watched the progress of the Anglican controversy during 
the last ten or twelve years, the present state of the theologi- 
cal movement by which this eventful period has been charac- 
terized, must, on the whole, however accompanied with pain- 
ful and anxious feelings, afford abundant matter for deep and 
heartfelt satisfaction. The sacred doctrines for which we had 
so earnestly to contend a few years back, are now not only 
admitted but maintained by those very persons against whom 
we then contended, and are maintained with a zeal and ten- 
derness which are better proofs of sincere conviction than 
even the unanswerable arguments with which they are sup- 
ported. ‘That all the original supporters of the present move- 
ment should not be prepared to go all the length of Catholic 
doctrine with Mr. Newman or Mr. Ward, is a thing which 
was to be expected, and may be accounted for on many 
grounds short of insincerity. Inveterate prejudices, misun- 
derstandings, or want of moral or intellectual insight, whether 
resulting from the difficulties of position, or from indi- 
vidual incapacity, will amply satisfy any charitable person 
who has the slightest knowledge of human nature, as the real 
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causes of the short-comings of many who have taken part in 
the Oxford movement. And to deny that certain principles 
have taken deep root in the minds of religious Protestants, 
which cannot fail in their season to produce a favourable har- 
vest, would at once betray a total ignorance of the popular 
Anglican literature of the day, and also of the tone of conver- 
sation in religious society. 

Of the final result we have, of course, no doubt, but 
we can easily understand why many Catholics should look 
with coldness and suspicion on a movement which origi- 
nated in a feeling of the most ardent devotion towards 
the Anglican Church, and which, to be consistent with 
itself, could not at first but treat the Catholics of Eng- 
land as schismatical pretenders to the privileges of the true 
Church. And again, it by no means follows that persons 
holding a large portion of Catholic doctrine are any nearer in 
reality to the full integrity of Catholic truth than persons who 
hold less; for, if so, the schismatic Greeks, who are orthodox on 
nearly every point of faith, and, indeed, the Oriental heretics 
of every description, would be nearer to us than such persons 
as Dr. Pusey or Archdeacon Manning. It is, again, most 
difficult for those who are unacquainted with the personal 
characters of such persons as Mr. Newman, or the writer in 
the British Critic, to conceive how persons can admit so much 
as they do without forfeiting that invincible ignorance which 
can alone excuse a person, in the sight of God, from openly 
deserting the heresy with which he is connected, and profess- 
ing himself a member of that one Church which is divinely 
established as the ark of our salvation. From our study of 
the movement in its different bearings, and from the accidental 
knowledge we possess of the persons who originated it, or 
have since been raised up to accelerate its development, we 
are happy in being able to adopt a more consoling view 
of what we have to expect from the natural course of events ; 
and we are encouraged by the consideration that those who 
have spoken on the other side of the question have no preten- 
tion to information on the subject not accessible to ourselves, 
but are rather deficient on this essential point; and where 
their reasons have been given, we have found them deserving, 
indeed, of all attention, but very far from being conclusive 
against us. It is not our intention in this article, which is 
expressly written in confutation of a section of the movement 
party, to enter upon the reasons which inclined us to look 
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with interest and hope upon the present state of things; still, 
as we have noticed some of the considerations which would 
lead to a different conclusion, we may as well state the 
grounds which prevent their having any weight with us. 
And first of all, we look with hope upon the present move- 
ment, because it is a religious movement, and in the right di- 
rection. The cases of the Greek Church, and the other east- 
ern heresies, are not parallel cases. If there were as much 
religious activity in those quarters as we see in England, we 
should have the most unbounded hopes of their speedy con- 
version. In England it is true that many may have joined 
the movement merely from a keen perception of the zsthetic 
beauty of the Catholic religion or its forms of worship, or 
from a sense of the intellectual inanity of ordinary Protes- 
tantism, and that such persons have, as might have been 
expected, been loud and forward in trumpeting their own 
claims, according to the true Anglican practice. Such persons 
do exist, and it is against such that the letter of the Comte de 
Montalembert is especially written. Would that that won- 
derful letter, of which we cannot sufficiently express our 
admiration, might utterly root out that most hateful vice 
of unreality, which is the especial danger of the present day ! 
But to say that the whole movement was characterized with 
unreality, is to show an acquaintance with only one, and that 
the worthless, or, at least, most unpromising, section of the 
party. We are anxious to avow our sincere conviction that 
the real strength of the movement consists in its being the 
result of the spiritual cravings of a multitude of religious 
hearts, whose dissatisfaction with their present position arose, 
unconsciously at first, out of their exertions to live up to that 
standard of holiness which their own Church proposed to 
them. In so doing they found that their efforts were not 
assisted by their Church, and hence have arisen those com- 
plaints for which the “ high and dry” orthodoxy of the esta- 
blishment can only account, by attributing them to “ morbid” 
feelings. If our solution of this most striking religious phe- 
nomenon of the nineteenth century be a true one, it is easy 
to see how many apparent and real inconsistencies are 
accounted for. And if, as every Catholic is bound to believe, 
the Catholic Church be the only haven of repose for the 
humble and contrite heart, and if God will give His grace to 
all who ask it in truth and sincerity, a Catholic cannot doubt 
of the final issue of such a movement as we have described. 
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But a humble person will naturally pause before he condemns 
the religious community in which he was placed by Provi- 
dence, and will be more inclined to mistrust himself than his 
Church, and this we know to be the case with many most 
humble and affectionate souls, whose hearts are entirely with 
us, and who would only be following their natural inclinations 
and desires were they to desert the Anglican for the Catholic 
Church. It is our business to satisfy them that it is in the 
One Fold alone that they can hope to attain that supernatural 
eminence of holiness at which they aim, and this we shall do, 
not so much by force of argument as by exhibiting before them 
the exercise of those unearthly virtues which are so distin- 
guishing a note of the Chureh of Christ. And though we 
should sin most grievously by uttering a single word that 
could tend in any way to countenance their present unhappy 
separation from the Catholic Church, which, however incul- 
pable it may be in them, is yet most full of fearful peril to 
their souls; we should improve the matter but little by being 
angry, or fretful, or impatient, because the grace of God was 
slow in manifesting itself. 
“God hath sown, and He will reap; 
Growth is slow when roots are deep.” 


We propose in the present article to continue the series of 
papers which has already been commenced in this journal, 
with a view to establish, by means of documentary evidence, 
the existence of facts, doctrines, and principles, in the earlier 
ages of Christianity, which form an essential part of the pre- 
sent Catholic system, but which are utterly unknown to An- 
glicanism, and are rejected by its advocates as errors in doc- 
trine, or corruptions in practice. And as offence has been 
taken at the language used in this Review with reference to 
the advocates of high-church Anglicanism, we must beg 
leave to say a few words on the subject. 

We have great happiness, as we have already said, in 
knowing that a great many members of the Anglican Church, 
although brought up in bitter hostility to the sacred truths of 
Catholicism, have, by dint of living up to the positive truths 
which their communion has not yet denied, and by improving 
their knowledge by ecclesiastical studies, outgrown the 
narrow formulas of high-church orthodoxy, and are really, 
however unconsciously, only waiting for some crisis, openly 
to declare themselves Catholics, in communion with the Holy 
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See. Many of them have, in the course of their writings, 
used very strong expressions against Rome, which were the 
natural result of their position at the time; and at which it 
would now be foolish and unphilosophical for any Catholic to 
be astonished or annoyed, when he considers the circum- 
stances under which they were written. Mr. Newman has 
since nobly atoned for his mistake by a public retractation. 
Others, like Mr. Ward or Mr. Oakeley, have been so cautious 
from the beginning, that they have had nothing of the sort 
to retract. Against such persons we should be sorry to utter 
a single harsh or unkind word. But there are others, who 
follow in their train, who are not content with embracing 
doctrines, which, let them say what they will, are utterly at 
variance with what they had been taught from their child- 
hood, and which, when first started a few years back, startled 
and scandalized all the elder members of their communion ; 
which, however consistent with the formularies of their 
Church, they no more learnt from their Church than they 
did from the Grand Lama; and which, if they be true, their 
Church has been teaching heresy for the last three centuries, 
more or less. Not content with this,—not aware that every 
change in religious teaching involves either the commission 
of present, or the confession of past, sin,—these gentlemen, 
whose constant cry is “ Church authority,” make no scruple 
of asserting, that doctrines which have had the sanction of 
the whole of Christendom, their own Church inclusive (pre- 
vious to its schism), are false as hell, blasphemous, and idola- 
trous ; that the whole of Catholic Christendom is still plunged 
in the deepest abyss of error and superstition, and that the 
voice of nearly two hundred millions (whom they allow to be 
members of the true Church), with respect to their ecclesias- 
tical position, is not merely erroneous, but undeserving of the 
slightest consideration. And here, where sects and heresies 
are daily springing up, like worms, from the decaying carcase 
of the establishment,—where, in the larger towns, vice reigns 
with almost undisputed sway, and in the most appalling 
forms; in short, where souls are perishing on all sides, and 
the bottomless abyss yawns daily for new victims,—we have 
grave clergymen proposing to cure the deep-rooted diseases 
of our social system, by preaching in surplices on the imma- 
culate purity of the Anglican Church, turning to the East at 
the creed, setting up Gothic fittings, reading the prayer for 
the Church Militant, the weekly use of the offertory, and 
placing candlesticks upon the communion table, provided only 
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—most expressive, most significant symbol—that the candles 
be not lighted! And these are people who dare to talk of 
extreme views,—who dare to make a stir, when holy and 
self-denying members of their own communion are forced, in 
spite of themselves, to protest against the hollowness of 
Anglicanism, and the heretical and anti-christian character 
which has characterized it from the beginning. These per- 
sons it is who bring contempt upon their party, who give a 
point to the accusations of evangelicals, and to the blas- 
phemies of infidels and latitudinarians, and who discourage 
earnest and truth-loving men from searching deeper into the 
causes of a phenomenon which bears such rottenness and un- 
reality upon its surface. Mr. Carlyle was thinking of such men 
when he spoke of “ Puseyism” asa “ sham” of the nineteenth 
century, which was calculated “to strike one dumb.” The 
disgust we feel at the spirit of such proceedings, is not con- 
fined to Catholics and low-church Protestants. Mr. Newman 
has spoken most strongly and bitterly against it in his last 
volume of sermons. The eloquent biographer of St. Wilfrid 
has characterized it as “a fearful, indeed a sickening, de- 
velopment of the peculiar iniquity of the times—a masterpiece 
of Satan’s craft!” And we boldly challenge any one to point 
out any expressions of abhorrence which have been used, 
either in the Zadlet or the Dublin Review, against the An- 
glican system, which would not be mild, when compared with 
the sustained and crushing attack which it has lately met in 
Mr. Ward’s “ Ideal of a Christian Church.” Let those who 
feel inclined to quarrel with us, first settle their quarrels with 
Mr. Ward: when they have done so, we shall be happy to 
hear what they have to say for themselves. Meanwhile, 
believing, as we do, that the spirit we have described, which 
is one of the most odious and despicable formalism (compared 
with which Puritanism itself, were it the only resource, 
would become beautiful and attractive), has always been one 
of the chief characteristics of high-church Anglicanism, and 
that in close union with an infatuated self-complacency, 
which would be ludicrous, were it not awfully revolting,— 
believing all this, never can we permit an occasion to pass 
by, whenever it presents itself, of denouncing as energetically 
as we can the lying counterfeit which would fain pass itself 
off as genuine and pure Catholicism.” 





* In all fairness we are bound to say that the editor of the “ English Church- 
man” (whose remarks on the “ Dublin Review” have occasioned the above 
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The supremacy of the Roman pontiff,—that one doctrine 
which all heretics and schismatics have hitherto failed in 
acknowledging, however closely they have agreed with the 
Catholic Church on other points,—has for some time been 
acknowledged by the most advanced of the Oxford party. 

An extract was given last Christmas in this journal, in 
— of the doctrine in question, from Mr. Newman’s 
“ Sermons for the Day ;” and we are now happy in having 
the testimony of Mr. Palmer that the interpretation then 
given was a correct one. This gentleman, in his review* of 
Mr. Newman’s sermons, quotes the very same passage, and 
thus comments upon it: 

‘** We have examined and turned this concluding passage in every 
way, but we fear that it can bear only one interpretation—the 
Papal supremacy, and that by Divine right.” 

The same authorityf tells us, that the biographer of St. 
Stephen Harding, has reverence for the Papacy, “ the same 
in kind and degree as that of St. Bernard, or any other 
zealous adherent of Rome, when its claims and its powers 
were most exalted.” Mr. Wardt demands that a Pope’s dog- 
matic decree should be received without comment or criticism ; 
and the life of St. Wilfrid, recently published, is one con- 
tinued eulogium on the Holy See, and those who devoted all 
their energies in its support. When less advanced high- 
churchmen, therefore, challenge us to prove the Pope’s supre- 
macy, we might at once refer them to Mr. Newman, whose 
opinion on this subject, let them say what they will, is de- 
serving of their most serious attention. ‘The last years of 
his life have, as is well known, been almost exclusively de- 
voted to the study of ecclesiastical antiquity ; and his recent 
labours, on St. Athanasius, justify us in pronouncing him 
the most learned writer the Anglican Church has yet pro- 
duced. Is he less learned than when he denied the Pope’s 
supremacy ? or, if mere erudition be not a sufficient claim to 
authority, are his reasoning powers impaired? For this let 
any one consult his Essay on Miracles, or his University 
Sermons, and, if the enquiry be an impartial one, we fear not 
the result. 





observations) is infinitely less Anglican than his correspondents, and we should 
be sorry should our remarks be looked uponas applying personally to himself. 
Only since he was displeased at our attacks upon Anglicanism, we thought it 
right to say plainly what we meant by high-church Anglicanism, and he will 
surely allow that our picture is not that of an ideal existence. 

* “ English Review,” No. II. p.330. ft Ib.p.476 ff “Ideal ofa Christian 
Church,” p. 100, first edition. 
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But we have no wish to shelter ourselves behind the au- 
thority of Mr, Newman; and, as we have been repeatedly 
informed of late, by persons who profess, with Bishop Ken, 
to hold the faith of the universal Church anterior to the divi- 
sion of east and west, that the papal supremacy is their great 
difficulty, we propose, in the following pages, to examine into 
the faith of the Church during the period referred to, on this 
momentous subject. 

Now, we suppose that no candid reasoner will deny, that if 
the universality of this doctrine before the schism can be 
proved, a very material point indeed will have been estab- 
lished. For such a doctrine as the papal supremacy could not 
possibly creep imperceptibly over the whole of Christendom. 
We might as reasonably suppose it possible, for a king of 
England or France suddenly and peacefully to acquire domi- 
nion over the whole of the civilized world, without its being 
perceived by the politicians of the different nations. Or even 
supposing this absurd impossibility to be got over, the diffi- 
culty remains as great as ever. For if the whole Church 
unconsciously* agreed in acknowledging the papal supremacy, 
it follows that the supremacy is a natural and necessary deve- 
lopment of Catholic Christianity, and could not have been 
denied without doing violence to existing and deep-rooted 
principles of action. 

All this seems to have been allowed, or at least not denied, 
by Anglican controversialists. What they deny is, the his- 
torical fact of the universality of the doctrine, and they con- 
fine its reception to the “western branch of the Church, at 
the utmost.” Mr. Palmer,t for instance, assures us that— 

“The Eastern Church has not varied on the primacy ; for she 
does not deny that the pontiff might fairly be considered the first 
bishop, according to the customs and synods of the Church; but she 
has never admitted that this primacy is divino jure.” 


We trust the evidence that shall be produced, in the course 
of this article, will enable the impartial reader to forma very 





* We suppose that none of our opponents maintain that the Church ever 
conferred the supremacy upon the Roman pontiff. If so we demand historical 
evidence of the fact. 

+ “ Treatise on the Church,” vol. i. p. 207. We are sorry to be obliged to 
refer so frequently to Mr. Palmer's writings, but he is really the only one of the 

arty we are opposing who has any claims to knowledge of ecclesiastical history. 
ft is not then from a monomaniac feeling against this gentleman, but simply 
because we have no one else to refer to. Mr. Sewell, Dr. Hook, &c. content 
themselves with assuming their facts. and then reasoning as if that assumption 
were a universally acknowledged truth. 
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different opinion on the subject. Before producing this evi- 
dence, we must entreat our readers to bear in mind what the 
doctrine is which is called in question, as almost every argu- 
ment against it is founded on some misunderstanding or other. 

We believe, then, that our blessed Lord intrusted the care 
of his faithful followers to the twelve apostles, to be by them 
guided, governed, and fed with the food of spiritual doctrine. 
As far as the office of the apostolate is concerned, all Catholics 
are agreed that the twelve were invested with perfectly equal 
prerogatives of power and dignity; and that to them in com- 
mon was committed the charge of feeding the flock of Christ. 
So far we are agreed with Protestants; but we maintain that, 
over and above his apostolate, certain privileges were conferred 
upon St. Peter, with relation both to the apostles and to the 
Church at large. Thus it is perfectly sound theology to 
speak of the Church as founded upon the twelve apostles, for 
the reasons above mentioned: and yet we believe it no less 
true to say that the Church is founded upon St. Peter, in a 
way quite peculiar to himself. And, if the apostles were en- 
trusted with the care of all Christians, it was the especial pri- 
vilege of St. Peter to be entrusted with the care of the apostles 
themselves. Our blessed Lord having in an especial manner* 
committed to him his sheep and his lambs (that is his whole 
flock), we cannot believe those to belong to the flock of Christ 
who refuse to submit to the guidance and government of 
St. Peter.t 

And as we believe that the government instituted by our 
Lord was meant to continue even to the world’s end, we at- 





* Protestants argue against the prerogative of St. Peter from the similarity 
of language used on other occasions to the Twelve. The fallacy of their argu- 
ment will appear on taking a parallel case. A king says to his commander-in- 
chief, “To you I give charge of my army, and every act of disobedience against 
you shall be punished as if done against myself.” On another occasion he uses 
the very same words to the assembled officers of his army. Would any one 
maintain that by so doing he had revoked the supreme authority committed to 
the commander-in-chief? Yet this is really the Protestant argument. 

+ The doctrine of St. John Chrysostom relative to St. Peter, may be taken 
as illustrative of what was taught by the Eastern Church in early times, He 
says of the Apostles, that they were “ rdavrec Koy Tv oixoupivny tumorev- 
Gévrec.” (De Tei. Lect. Scrip. t. iii. p. 75. Ed. Ben.) Of St. Peter he says, 
“ xpwrog Tov mpdypatog abberrei, dre abtic mavrag [pwaOnrdc]) éyxeiptabeic.” 
(In Act, Apostol, Hom. 11. t. ix. p. 26.) See also Hom. v. De Peenitentia. 
“Tov trioraciay Tig oixovpeviKig txxAnoiac tveyeipioe.” Some of the fathers 
pom out more strongly. ‘Thus Eusebius says that Peter succeeded Christ as 

oshua succeeded Moses ; but we have taken St. Chrysostom, first, as being 
one of the great doctors of the Church ; secondly, the first of these passages 
has been quoted against us. 
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tribute to the successors of St. Peter the same relation to 
other bishops that St. Peter held with respect to his brethren. 
The supreme pontiff, as far as the spiritual power of the order 
of the episcopate is concerned, is neither greater nor less than 
any other bishop, and the most humble prelate in the Catholic 
world directly receives this authority from the same divine 
source as Christ’s Vicar upon earth. Yet the chair of St. Peter 
claims prerogatives due to itself alone, as the divinely con- 
stituted centre of unity, and the see of the universal pastor 
and doctor of Christendom. 

Now, once more, we must remind our readers of the extreme 
importance of bearing in mind that the whole doctrine of the 
papal supremacy is comprised in the foregoing propositions. 
We believe, of course, that a consistent person living now-a- 
days, if he believes as much as this, will necessarily believe a 
great deal more, which logically follows from premises so 
pregnant with consequences. But we do not assert that these 
consequences have always been held in the Church; we know 
and willingly acknowledge, that the contrary has been the 
case. ‘The humble and persecuted converts of the apostles 
could as little foresee the future triumphs of the papacy, as 
they could realize the possibility of bishops living in splendid 
palaces, or sitting in the House of Lords. And though we 
are fully satisfied that the infallibility of the Pope, and the 
consequent duty of implicit and unreserved submission to his 
authority, are necessary conclusions from his supremacy, we 
need not be astonished that members of the Church, in the 
third or fourth centuries, should not have maintained* what 
the Gallican bishops of the seventeenth century concurred in 
denying. 

N. ow be it observed, that the two facts in early Church 
history, which are commonly considered by Protestants as 
fatal to the doctrine of the supremacy, would really, even 
when viewed through the medium of Protestant spectacles, 
be inconsistent only with the “ultramontane” development of 
the supremacy, and not with the doctrine as we ourselves have 
stated it. The two facts we allude to are known to Pro- 
testants as— 

1. “St. Irenzeus rebuking Pope Victor for excommunicating 
the Asiatic churches.” 





* We do not mean that Gallicanism derives any countenance from antiquity 
for the fathers held none of those qualifying principles which disgraced French 
theology two hundred years back. 
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2. * St. Cyprian opposing the Pope on the question of 
heretical baptism.” 

As these two cases are perpetually cited against us, (in 
private conversation much more than in public,) it will be 
worth while to say a few words about each of them. 

1. Now, first of all, the mere fact of thinking a Pope’s 
measures wrong is not inconsistent even with the highest 
ultramontane doctrine. Bellarmine,* whom no one will sus- 
pect of Protestantism or Gallicanism, expressly allows that a 
pope may commit errors in Church government, and enact im- 
prudent or injudicious laws. As far, therefore, as relates to find- 
ing fault with a pope's proceedings, St. lrenzeus is not proved to 
have held doctrines inconsistent with modern Catholicism. 
But what shall we say to his rebuking the Pope? Is not this 
inconsistent with all our notions of the Papacy? By no 
means. Of course no Catholic would venture to do such a 
thing, except under very peculiar circumstances; but these 
circumstances once existing, there would have been no more 
inconsistency in a person of surpassing holiness, like St. 
Irenzeus, rebuking his ecclesiastical superior, than there was 
under the old law for a holy prophet in rebuking the high 
priest, whose supremacy he fully admitted. St. Bernard is 
a well-known instance in point. Allowing therefore, for the 
sake of argument, that St. Irenzeus, like St. Bernard, used very 
strony language in addressing the Pope, what proof have we 
that he differed from St. Bernard in the opinion he enter- 
tained of the Pope’s power ? 

In point of fact, however—which, although of little con- 
sequence to the argument as far as we are concerned, is of 
considerable importance to the Anglican side of the question— 
what authority is there for saying that St. Irenzeus rebuked 
the Pope at all? Eusebius, who is the writer always referred 
to on this occasion, merely says that he wrote “ ina becoming 
manner” to St. Victor, entreating him not to excommunicate 
the Asiatics. 

Let us now carry the war into the enemy’s country. 

It is pretty generally allowed that “ Victor acted in a man- 
ner which countenances the claims set up by the popes of 
later days.”* The Anglican reply to this, however, is, that 





* De Romano Pontif. iv. 5. It will be allowed that no modern “ Papist” 
ever held stronger doctrine about the pope than M. De Maistre. Yet this 
illustrious writer quotes, with entire approbation, a passage from BouRDALOUE, 
in which, among the glories of St. Bernard, one is “ Reprimandant des Papes.”— 
Du Pape, Discours Preliminaire. 

+ Beaven’s Account of St. Irenzus, p. 49. 

VOL. XVII.—NO, XXXIV. 30 
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*‘ the Catholic Church negatived his claim.”* When we ask, 
in return, how this is proved; we are told that “ many” in that 
day, and St. Irenzeus among the number, wrote very strongly 
indeed against St. Victor’s proposed excommunication of the 
Asiatics. But before this reply can have any weight, our 
opponents must show the inconsistency of holding that the 
pope has power to cut off individual Churches from Catholic 
unity, and of at the same time questioning the prudence or 
justice of his exercising that power in a given case. Now 
there is xo inconsistency at all in the matter. A priest re- 
fuses baptism to a child, who dies soon after. The priest has 
committed a sin, yet no one, who pretends to the name of 
Catholic, will deny that he has nevertheless deprived the child 
of a means of a grace necessary to salvation. So St. Ireneus, and 
those who agreed with him, might think it imprudent and un- 
just in the Pope to excommunicate the Churchesof Asia, and yet 
allow that, by so doing, he wouid really cut them off from Ca- 
tholic unity. In fact they didso. The language of St. Irenzus 
is plain enough. He besought St. Victor we pi) aroxémro ddac 
éxxAnolac, x. 7.d. And so it was always understood. Even the 
schismatic Photiust understands the case as one of excommu- 
nication from the Church, and treats it as a matter of course, 
without expressing surprise or indignation. 

Mr. Palmer has however discovered, that the Asiatic 
Churches, although excommunicated by the Pope, still re- 
mained in communion with the rest of the Catholic Church. 
This startling fact, if it could be proved, might be something 
to the point; but as there is sufficient evidence to show that 
the sentence of excommunication was never carried into effect, 
we are compelled to believe, that in trusting to his memory, 
Mr. Palmer was deceived by his imagination. 

2. St. Cyprian’s case is equally consistent with the Catholic 
hypothesis. If any one at the present day were to profess 
his belief that out of the Catholic Church there is no possi- 
bility of salvation;{ that the Church is one, even as the 
seamless robe of Christ, and cannot be divided; that the 
Church is founded upon St. Peter; that St. Peter is the 





* Ib. 52. Mr. Beaven speaks of St. Victor’s as a “rash and determined 
mind ;” Dr. Burton talks of his “violence” and “uncharitable” conduct, and 
similar expressions are constantly found in Anglican writers. We should like 
to know from which of the fathers they learnt to talk in this manner of one 
whom antiquity reverenced as a “ thrice blessed” saint and martyr. 

t “ Bixrwp dé dpa kar’ ixtivo Karpov ‘Pine treokd met mpdc Oy Kai ToAAAaKIC 
ypager [6 Eypnvaiog], tapawir' py evexa rig mepi tov mdoxa diagwride, 
tiwag tho éxxdnowdc aroxnptrray.”—Phot. Biblioth. § 120. 

t De Unitate, et Epp. passim, 
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source of unity in the Church,* and the foundation of the 
authority of all bishops; that the Church of Rome is the see 
and chair of St. Peter,t the root and womb of the Catholic 
Church,} the principal Church, and the source of ecclesiastical 
unity ;§ that the unity of the Catholic Church is to be found 
in the communion of its bishop; and that its bishop had the 
power of deposing other bishops ; || no one would hesitate for 
a@ moment in pronouncing him an avowed Romanist. And 
such was St. Cyprian. On the other hand, he nowhere pro- 
fesses the doctrine of the infallibility of St. Peter’s successor ; 
it was therefore no inconsistency in him to resist St. Stephen 
under circumstances most trying to himself. Believing as he 
did (most erroneously it is true, ) that to acknowledge the bap- 
tism of heretics was to take part in their sin, he could not 
have acted differently from what he did. A Gallican bishop 
two centuries ago, however orthodox in his positive belief in 
the supremacy, would have acted precisely in the same man- 
ner. We allow that St. Cyprian’s mode of acting proves that 
he did not believe in the Pope’s infallibility, but it proves no- 
thing against the supremacy, which is what we are concerned 
with at present. A parallel case will at once show the in- 
conclusiveness of the Protestant objection. A priest is com- 
manded by his bishop to preach some doctrine which he con- 
siders, rightly or wrongly, to be inconsistent with the Catholic 
faith. He is bound in conscience to resist, yet no one could 
argue from this that he denied his bishop’s jurisdiction over 
himself to be “ jure divino.” 

Let us now proceed to the positive proofs of the reception 
in the Eastern Church of the doctrine of the papal supremacy 
in times “ anterior to the division of east and west.” 

Our proofs fall under two classes: viz., direct and indirect ; 
the former consisting of testimonies directly taken from east- 
ern sources; the latter from the doctrine professed by the 
popes, and other western authorities,{/ from the fourth to the 





* Ep. 33, 66, 73. t Ep. 55, 69. Ep. 48. § Ep. 59. 

|| Ep. 68. St. Cyprian begs of the pope to address letters “to the province 
and the people of Arles, whereby Marcian (the Bishop of Arles) being deposed, 
another may be substituted for him.” Some people cannot understand how 
two distinct propositions can be equally true. It is argued that because the 
Church is infallible, the pope cannot be. And. so again, because St. Cyprian 
elsewhere implies that the Church can depose bishops, some people argue that 


the Pepe cannot. 

4 We are not concerned here with ante-Nicene evidence. We wish to carry 
out a hint of Mr. Ward (Ideal, p. 165) to drive honest Anglicans to the three 
first centuries. When they take that ground we shall be fully prepared to 
meet them, 

30? 














460 The Papal Supremacy anterior to the [Dec. 


eleventh century. The force of this latter kind of proof will 
be apparent to any one who will bear in mind the following 
consideration. Any one, on ascertaining that. the Church of 
Spain was in communion with the bishop of Rome at the pre- 
sent day, would at once, upon antecedent grounds, and without 
taking any trouble to read the works of Spanish theologians, 
take it for granted that the papal supremacy was there ac- 
knowledged. For the pope, considering, as he does, that his 
supremacy is of divine right, must look upon all who deny it 
as heretics, and would necessarily deny his communion to 
such persons. And on the other hand, the absence of protests 
on the part of the Spanish Church, and its peaceful commu- 
nion with Rome, is an equally satisfactory proof of its belief. 
If, in the above argument, we substitute the Greek Church 
for the Spanish, and allow that the popes from the fourth to 
the eleventh century, throughout, maintained the same claims 
of supremacy as their present successor, it follows of logical 
necessity that the Greek Church allowed these claims during 
the whole of this period. But Anglicans deny that the doc- 
trine of the supremacy was held by the popes of the first seven 
or eight centuries. They have even the rashness to quote 
St. Gregory the Great, to show that it was of later date than 
the seventh century. Such statements, indeed, most fully 
convince us, either of the almost incredible dishonesty of the 
old Anglican theologians, or of their astounding ignorance of 
ecclesiastical history, otherwise than from second-hand sources. 
Of the wavrohpyoc &yabaa of some living writers there can be 
no question. To the testimony of the first pope that shall 
be quoted, we shall add that of several circumstances in con- 
temporaneous ecclesiastical history, by way of illustration ; 
and those readers who should wish to carry out this plan for 
themselves in all the other cases, will find the task by no 
means an unprofitable one. There can scarcely be a more 
edifying investigation, than that into the mutual relations, at 
different periods, between the Roman pontiff and the Church 
at large. 

1. Our first testimony shall be taken from the letter of St. 
Damasvs, the contemporary of St. Athanasius, St. Ambrose, 
and St. Jerome, to the bishops of the East, who had petitioned 
him to depose Timotheus, a Greek bishop, and a disciple of 
the heresiarch Apollinaris. The ecclesiastical reader who is 
accustomed to the style of the Roman pontiffs of later times, 
will at once recognize the “ papal pretensions,” in the open- 
ing sentence :— 
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“ Dearest children.*—-When ye render to the Apostolical see 
the honour which is due to it, the greatest profit falleth to your- 
selves. For although it behoveth us, especially in that holy Church 
where the blessed apostle sat and taught, to govern the helm} which 
we have received, we nevertheless confess ourselves undeserving 
of that honour. And therefore we labour in every way that so we 
may be able to arrive at the glory of his felicity. Know, therefore, 
that we have long since deposed the profane ‘Timothy, the disciple 
of the heretic Apollinaris, together with his impious doctrine, and 
we trust that what remains thereof will remain powerless for the 
future. And if that ancient serpent ceaseth not from his attempts 
to beguile some unbelievers with his deadly poisons, do ye shun it 
as a pestilence; and always being mindful of the apostolic faith, 
especially of that which was written and set forth by the fathers at 
Nicoa, do ye remain with a firm footing secure and unshaken in 
the faith. And henceforth suffer not your clergy or your laity to 
listen to vain babbling and exploded questions. For we have,t 
once for all, issued a declaration§ [or confession of faith] that he 
who professes himself a Christian may keep that which has been 
handed down from the Apostles....... Wherefore, then, do ye again 
ask for the deposition of Timothy, who hath here been already 
deposed, together with his master Apollinaris, by the sentence of 
the apostolical see, in presence of Peter, the bishop of Alexandria, 
and awaiteth the punishments and tortures due to him at the judg- 
ment day ?|| .....God preserve you in health, dearest children.” 

Such was the tone in which the Roman pontiff addressed 
the bishops “ ruling in the East,” little more than three hun- 
dred years since the foundation of the Church. The Greek 
ecclesiastical historian by whom this letter has been handed 
down to us, records it without any expressions of surprise or 
disapproval, and without hinting that St. Damasus was taking 
unwarrantable liberties, or usurping power which did not law- 
fully belong to him. He introduces it in the following man- 
ner**; — 








* Compare Euseb. Hist. iv. 23. St. Soter (a.p. 170) affectionately exhorted 
travellers from all the Churches of Christendom, wg réxva marijp giAdoropyog. 
St. Basil addresses the pope as ryuwrare wdrep. 

t In allusion to the well-known figure of the Church, as the ship of St. Peter, 
in which alone Christ sat. Vid. St. Ambrose (in Luc. v. 3) tom. ii. p. 847. 
Also St. Maximus. 

{ Compare Sozomen’s account of the Controversy about the consubstanti- 
ality of the Holy Ghost, quoted infra. Also, the language hereafter cited 
from St. Innocent and St. Zosimus, with St. Augustin’s “ Causa finita est,’ 
and the &xclamation of the Council of Chalcedon. 

§ rézov, the word used infra by Socrates for the letters, on the strength 
of which St. Athanasius and the other bishops were restored to their sees. 

|| Here the power of binding on earth and heaven, given to St. Peter, is 
claimed by his successor. 

{ Theodoret, Hist. Eccles, lib. v. cap. 10. ** Tb, cap. 9, fin. 
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“When the entirely-praiseworthy Damasus learned that this 
heresy had sprung up, he deposed and excommunicated, not only 
Apollinaris, but Timotheus,* his disciple.” 

Here let us pause and reason for a moment. If an histo- 
rical student were to read in some French chronicler a chance 
statement that the king of England had deposed and outlawed 
the governors of Calais and Rouen, there is no doubt what 
his conclusions would be. Even though there were no other 
positive reason for supposing that the king of England had 
authority in the north of France, he would remember that 
history scarcely records the thousandth part of passing events, 
and that if it were universally known that the north of France 
was always subject to England, this would be the very reason 
for its not being expressly mentioned. But supposing the 
letter of the king to the authorities of these northern pro- 
vinces actually to be extant, (in which he takes it for granted 
that they acknowledge his power), and to be recorded without 
protest by the French chronicler; supposing also that there 
were several cases on record of appeals to the English king’s 
authority,—that, in spite of local opposition, his decisions had 
been invariably acceded to,—that he had interfered in dis- 
putes, and that these had been put an end to by letters bear- 
ing his seal; we have no hesitation in saying, that the man 
who should ask for additional evidence of the English king’s 
authority in the north of France, would at once be pro- 
nounced incapable of forming an opinion on historical matters. 
Such is not the enlightened scepticism of a Niebuhr, but the 
intolerable incredulity of a Hardouin. A genuine critic is 
constantly aware that such chance statements are often infi- 
nitely more valuable than actual dissertations; that when a 
number of them occur, all tending in the same direction, the 
light which is furnished by one of them is indefinitely in- 
creased ; and that in forming an opinion, it is in the highest 
degree unphilosophical to consider each separately, as if it 
stood by itself. 

After these observations, we trust our Protestant readers 
who are really desirous of knowing something about the nature 
and extent of papal power in the fourth century, will care- 
fully weigh the following circumstances of Church history 
during the Athanasian period, in connection with the letter 
of St. Damasus, and the notice of that pope’s proceedings by 
the Greek historian Theodoret. 





* Both bishops, and in the east. 
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1. The historian Sozomen, when speaking of the disputes 
in the East about the consubstantiality of the Holy Ghost, 
enumerates the principal defenders of that sacred doctrine. 
He then proceeds :*— 

“This dispute having arisen, and, as was natural, gathering 
strength from day to day, through men’s love of strife, the bishop 
of Rome, when informed of it, wrote to the Churches of the East, 
that they should acknowledge the Trinity, one in substance and in 
glory, together with the bishops of the West. Whereupon they all 
acquiesced ; the question being once for all decided by the Church 
of Rome, and the dispute, to all appearance, was brought to a close.” 

2. The historian Socrates tells usf that certain eastern 
bishops, viz., St. Athanasius of Alexandria, Paul of Constan- 
tinople, Asclepas of Gaza, Marcellus of Ancyra in Galatia, 
and Lucius of Hadrianopolis, on being expelled from their 
sees by their opponents, came to Rome and laid their cause 
before the pope. 

“* And he,” continues Socrates, “ according to the prerogative of 
the Roman Church, sent them back to the East, furnished with 
plain-spoken letters, restoring to each one his see, and censuring 
those who had rashly deposed them. They therefore left Rome ; 
and, upon the strength of the letters of Bishop Julius, retook pos- 
session of their Churches.” 

Sozomen’s account of the matter is substantially the same. 
Speaking of St. Julius, he says,} 

“ And because, on account of the dignity of his see, the care of 
them all belonged to him, he restored each one to his Church.” 

3. Peter, bishop of Alexandria, was also restored to his see 
by letters of St. Damasus, according to Socrates§ and Sozo- 
men. || 

4, Our next instance is so often quoted in controversial 
works, that we should not have thought of repeating it here, 
were it not that the case of St. Meletius of Antioch, with 
which it is so closely connected, has become, in a very incor- 
rect and mutilated form, the one grand ecclesiastical roroc in 
defence of separation from Rome among the advanced guard 
of the Oxford party. ‘The common version of the story 
among the admirers of the British Critic, is as follows :— 

“St. Meletius lived and died out of the communion of Rome, 
and yet was summoned to the Council of Constantinople instead of 





* Sozomen, lib. vi. cap. 22. + Socrat. lib. ii. cap. 15. 
t Sozom. lib. iii. cap. 8. § Socrat. lib. ii. cap. 37. 
|| Sozom. lib, vi. cap. 39. 
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Paulinius, who was the bishop in connexion with the chair of St. 
Peter, and was virtually canonized after his death.” * 

The real facts of the case are these: During the thickest 
part of the Arian controversy, there was a dispute for the 
bishopric of Antioch between Meletius and Paulinus, two 
orthodox Catholics, each of whom had episcopal consecration, 
and was supported by a considerable number of followers. 
Each party fancied that there were sufficient reasons for 
throwing doubts on the orthodoxy of the opposite party. 
Paulinus was accused of favouring the heresy of Marcellus ; 
Meletius was supposed to favour Arianism. At the same 
time, a third person, Vitalis, an Apollinarian heretic, laid 
claim to the throne of Antioch. All three claimants professed 
to adhere to the Roman pontif:+ The dispute, therefore, let it 
be clearly understood, was between two parties in Antioch, 
each of which had partisans elsewhere, and not, as is often 
most erroneously and most injuriously supposed, between St. 
Meletius and the pope. For a long time it was impossible to 
know which party was favoured at Rome; but the orthodoxy 
of Paulinus being fully established, the Church of Rome 
rejected the communion of the (supposed) Arian Meletius. 
The friends of Meletius being still convinced of his orthodoxy, 
and, as they conceived, of the heterodox tendencies of Pauli- 
nus, and having the very best reasons for believing that their 
enemies had grossly misrepresented St. Meletius, they natu- 
rally supposed themselves free from the obligation of comply- 
ing with a decision palpably founded on a vital error of fact. 
And no one questions that in so doing (abstraction being 
made of individual frailty) they were perfectly right; and 
that were it possible, which it is not, for similar circumstances 
to occur at the present day, Catholic bishops would be justified 
in acting as St. Basil did in support of St. Meletius. The 
party of St. Meletius never for a moment denied the supre- 
macy of the pope, but, on the contrary moved heaven and 
earth to acquaint him with the real facts of the case, and to 
obtain a decision in their favour. St. Basilt addresses the 
pope as his “ Most honoured Father,” and entreats him to 





* The British Critic (No. 67, p. 44, n) adds, “ Nay, was a link in the suc- 
cession which finally prevailed in Antioch, for it was his successor, and not 
Paulinus’s, who reunited the contending parties.” Now, first of all, the schism 
of Antioch was healed by a reconciliation with Rome, and secondly, there was 
no successor of Paulinus at the time of the reconciliation. 

+ Vid. S. Hieron. quoted infra, and Theodoret, Hist. Eccles, lib, y. cap. 3. 

t Ep. 70, aliter 220. 
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send legates who may settle the disputes, reestablish unity, 
and crush heresy. He concludes by telling Damasus, that 
unless he will speedily take some such measures, there will 
soon be no orthodox Catholics in the East to whom he may 
extend his consolations or assistance. The dispute between 
Paulinus and Meletius was at length amicably terminated ; 
and it was not till after this that St. Meletius was called to 
the Council of Constantinople, at which time he was in full 
communion with Rome. It is, therefore, utterly irreconcile- 
able with fact to speak of him as a saint who lived and died 
out of communion with Rome. And those who wish to 
establish a parallel case between the Church of Antioch in 
his day, and that of the Church of England since the refor- 
mation, must prove that the Anglican bishops since that time 
have agreed in the minutest articles of faith with the Church 
of Rome, and have openly professed to adhere to the popes 
during the whole of this period. 

It will be allowed, we suppose, by every one that any docu- 
ment throwing light upon the feelings of spectators uncon- 
nected with either party, during this dispute, is deserving of 
the most attentive consideration. Such a document exists in 
the well-known lettert of St. Jerome to Pope St. Damasus. 

St. Jerome begins by saying that in these times when the 
seamless robe of Christ is being torn to shreds, and wolves 
lay waste the vineyard of the Lord, it is difficult among 
broken cisterns that hold no water, to find out the “ sealed 
fountain” and the “closed garden ;” on which account, he 
thought it necessary to consult the chair of St. Peter, and 
that faith which had been praised by the apostle. After 
many similar expressions, he continues :— 

“T am united in communion with your holiness, that is with the 
chair of Peter. On that rock I know that the Church is built. 
Whoever eateth the lamb out of this house, is a sacrilegious person. 
If any one be not in the ark of Noah, he will perish whilst the deluge 
prevails....... I know not Vitalis, I reject Meletius, I have nought 
to do with Paulinus. Whosoever gathereth not with thee scatter- 
eth; that is, whosoever is not of Christ, is of Antichrist.” 

The Pope, as it is supposed, not having immediately re- 
plied, St. Jerome wrote to him another letter, repeating the 
same inquiries.. 

“The Church,” [of Antioch] he writes* “ divided, as it is, into 
three sections, calls upon me to choose my side......In the mean- 





° Hieron, Ep. xv. Id, Ep. xvi. 
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while, I continue to cry out, If any one is united to the chair of 
- Peter, he is mine. Meletius Vitalis and Paulinus profess to ad- 
here to thee. I could believe if only one made this profession; but 
now two of them, if not all three, speak falsely. Wherefore, I be- 
seech your holiness.” &c. 

This is precisely the sort of inquiry we should have ex- 
pected, were our doctrine received by the Church in the fourth 
century. And, strange to say, Mr. Palmer* looks upon St. 
Jerome’s strong words as merely “ complimentary expres- 
sions.” Complimentary expressions from St. Jerome on a 
subject of spiritual life and death ! 

In order to be satisfied that St. Jerome’s sentiments on the 
necessity of communion with the chair of St. Peter, were not 
peculiar to himself, we need only remind our readers of the 
doctrine of his great contemporary, St. Optatus of Milevi, 
one of whose arguments against the Donatists is simply their 
non-communion with the chair of St. Peter at Rome. Even 
Mr. Palmer is forcedt to make the following concession : 

* It is not denied that St. Optatus, in arguing against the Dona- 
tists, as to the ‘cathedra,’ which they admitted to be one of the 
gifts of the Church, refers to the chair of Peter at Rome, as con- 
stituting the centre of unity in the Catholic Church. It was so, in 
fact, at that time, and had long been so. But Optatus does not 
affirm that it was in such a sense the centre of unity, that whatever 
Churches should be at any time separated from its communion, must 
be schismatic or heretic.” 


And yet Mr. Palmer has just been quoting a passage where 
St. Optatus says that the chair was divinely established for 
the preservation of unity; “ so that whosoever should set up a 
chair against the one chair, should be a schismatic and offender.” 
In fact, the whole force of the argument lies in this. 

Mr. Palmer continues : 


“It may be added, that the argument of this holy bishop alone, 
is quite insufficient to establish an article of faith, or even to render 
a doctrine probable.” 


And pray what Catholic ever founded the supremacy of 
the Holy See upon the authority of St. Optatus? But where 
is the candid person who has ever read St. Optatus in con- 
junction with the two letters of St. Jerome we have just quoted, 
and the other historical facts already cited, with the perfectly 
identical argument of St. Augustinet against the Donatists, 





* Vol. ii. p. 5 ,34. t Id. vol. p. 535. 
t Ep. 53, tom. ii. p. 120, Ed. Ben. Psalm contra Donat. tom. ix. p. 7. 
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and with such other testimonies as that of St. Ambrose* or the 
Council of Aquileia,t and will yet dare to say, that it is not 
even probable that the Pope’s supremacy was asserted and ad- 
mitted as early as the pontificate of St. Damasus. 

u. St. Srricrus. Himerius, the Bishop of Tarragona in Spain, 
having consulted St. Damasus on certain important matters 
of discipline, Siricius, his saintly successor, wrote back a 
reply, which he begins by describing the overwhelming re- 
sponsibilities of his post. For, says he,t “ We bear the 
burdens of all who are heavy laden, yea, rather the blessed 
Apostle Peter beareth them in our person ; who, as we trust, 
protecteth and guardeth us, the heirs of his administration.” 

Our readers will perhaps remember how Mr. Palmer was 
shocked at the encyclical letter of the present Pope, because 
it spoke of St. Peter and St. Paul as guarding and protecting 
the Church. 

St. Siricius then lays down a rule, with a view to put down 
a frightful abuse in the administration of Baptism. He pro- 
ceeds: ‘ Now, let all bishops keep the above rule, who do not 
wish to be separated from the integrity of that Apostolic 
Rock upon which Christ founded his Universal Church.” 

There is another very un-Anglican decree in this letter. 
All bishops, priests, and deacons, who shall dare to marry, 
* Noverint se ab omni ecclesiastico honore quo usi sunt, 
Apostolice Sedis auctoritate dejectos, nec unquam posse ve- 
neranda attrectare mysteria, quibus se ipsi, dum obscenis 
cupiditatibus inhiant, privaverunt.” 

In is after this, we hope, unnecessary to adduce farther 
proof that St. Siricius was not an Anglo-Catholic, but a Ro- 
manist in every sense of the word. Yet it is no less a person 
than St. Ambrose§ who describes “his holiness” as “ the good 
shepherd who diligently keeps the gate entrusted to him, and 
guards with pious solicitude, the fold of Christ, worthy to be 
obeyed and followed by the sheep of the Lord.” 

ur. St. INNocENT, it is well known, was the rock of refuge 
to St. Chrysostom, when that blessed saint was well nigh 
hunted to death by imperial and episcopal oppression. He 
was also the ecclesiastical bulwark of the Church during the 
Pelagian controversy, as St. Augustine was argumentatively. 

Five African bishops and the Councils of Carthage and 





* In Psalm xl. “Ubi Petrus, ibi Ecclesia.” De Pcenitentia, lib. i. cap. 7. 
“ Non habent Petri hereditatem, qui Petri sedem non habent.” ; 

t “Inde [a Romana ecclesia] in omnes venerandze communionis jura dima- 
nant."—Ap. Amb. Ep. xi. . 
t Coustant. Ep. Rom. Pontif. p. 624, et seq. § Ep. Rom. Pontif, p. 669. 











468 The Papal Supremacy anterior to the [Dec. 


Milevi, wrote to St. Innocent on the subject of Pelagius. 
The answers of the holy pontiff assume throughout that they 
acknowledge his supremacy. In his reply* to the Councils of 
Milevi, he speaks of his having “ the care of all the Churches,” 
and praises the bishops for acknowledging, by their practice, 
that when a question of faith is agitated, reference is due to 
Peter; thatsoall provinces may derive information from the 
Apostolic fountain. He also commendsf the bishops of Car- 
thage for knowing what is due to the Apostolic See, and ex- 
presses his wish to follow the Apostle “from whom the 
episcopate and the whole authority of this name is derived.” 
He says “that it was instituted, not by a human, but by a 
divine decree, that whatsoever was agitated, even in distant 
and separate provinces, they should not think to be finally 
settled, till it had reached the knowledge of the Apostolic See, 
that by its full authority a just decision should be confirmed, 
and that other Churches might clearly know what to enjoin, 
whom to absolve, and whom to avoid, even as waters might 
proceed from their source, and the pure streams of an uncor- 
rupted fountain-head might flow through the different regions 
of the world.” 

This is certainly a very plain statement of the papal supre- 
macy, and that by divine right. ‘The idea contained in it is, 
however, almost entirely taken from the concluding para- 
graph of the lettert sent by the five African bishops, one of 
whom was the great St. Aucustine. That blessed saint, in 
relating the particulars of the correspondence between the 
African Church and “ Pope Innocent of blessed memory,” so 
far from saying that St. Innocent assumed an authority which 
he had no right to claim, says, “ He wrote back all things to us, 
according to due order, and as became the apostolic see.”"§ And 
when the answer of the Pope arrived, St. Augustine is known 
to have said publicly, || 

“Duo concilia missa sunt ad sedem apostolicam, inde etiam re- 
scripta venerunt: causa finita est, utinam aliquando finiatur error.” 

Of this striking expression, Tournely has given a most ex- 
traordinary explanation, of which our sharp-sighted friend, 
Mr. Palmer,{ has been glad to avail himself. 





* Ep. R. P. p. 896. t Ib. p. 888, t Ib. p. 887, Ep. 28 fin. 

§ S. Augustin. Ep. 186. || Id. Serm. 131. 

— on the Church, vol. ii. p. 521. The language of St. Augustin 
evidently implies that the cause having been decided by the pope’s authority, 
no further dispute remained. “No,” says Tournely, “not by the pope's autho- 
rity, but by the authority of the Catholic Church. The Pelagians had already 
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1v. St. Innocent was succeeded, in 417, by St. Zosrmus, who, 
although at first (humanly speaking) in danger of being de- 
ceived by the representations of the Pelagian heretics, was 
destined to accomplish their final overthrow by his encyclical 
letter, in which, to use the words of St. Prosper,* “he armed 
the hands of all bishops with the sword of St. Peter, for the 
destruction of the wicked.” In one of his letters to the 
African bishops, he maintains the following doctrine respecting 
his position in the Church; viz. that the power of binding and 
loosing was divinely transmitted from St. Peter to those who 
should succeed him ;f that St. Peter still has the care of all 
Churches, but chiefly of the Church of Rome, and that he will 
allow no one to invade its privileges; in short, that he (Zo- 
simus) had succeeded into the place of St. Peter, and that his 
sentence was law, from which none could appeal.t 

It may be answered that the African Church did not ac- 
knowledge the authority of St. Zosimus to be so great as he 
maintained. But such a reply is really an evasion of the 
question, which is not whether ultramontane doctrine has 
always been maintained, and that universally in the Church, 
but whether the Popes have always claimed supremacy, and 
whether the Church, or any portion of it, has ever protested 
against that claim. We have no objection whatever to allow 
that the Africans at this period had strong national opinions, 
which in a later age would be called Gallican ; but we demand 
sel that they went farther in this than such Catholics as 

ossuet, Fleury, or Du Pin. If they did not, then their tes- 
timony is on our side, and not on that of Protestants. 

v. The short pontificate of St. Zosimus was followed b 
that of Sr. Bonirace, at whose feet St. Augustine laid his 
four books against the Pelagians, “non tam discenda quam 
examinanda, et ubi forsitan aliquid displicuerit emendanda.”§ 





been condemned in the Councils of Diospolis and Jerusalem in Palestine, and 
of Carthage and Milevis in Africa, Nothing, therefore, was wanting to universal 
consent than the pone of Rome.” ‘As Mr. Palmer has adopted this answer 
of Tournely, will he be kind enough to explain how Africa, Palestine, and the 
pope, between them, constituted the universal Church? 

* Contra Collat. cap. xxi. 

+ §. Zozimi Ep. xi. Ex ipsa quoque Christi Dei nostri promissione, ut et 
ligata solveret, et soluta vinciret, par potestatis data conditio in eos qui sedis 
hereditatem, ipso annuente, meruissent: habet enim ipse cum omnium ecclesia- 
rum, tum hujus maxime ubi sederit curam, nec patitur aliquid privilegii aut 
aliqua titubare aura sententix, &c. 

¢ Quamvis patrum traditis apostolice sedi auctoritatem tantum tribuerit, ut 
de ejus judicio disceptare nullus auderet.....Cum tantum nobis esset auctoritas 
ut nullus de nostra possit retractare sententia, 

§ Contra, epp. Pelag. lib. i. tom. x. p. 413. 
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And when in addition to this, we learn from St. Augustine 
how highly esteemed this blessed pontiff was in his day, and 
how full he was of the grace of God, we have some clue to 
the doctrine of the Church of the time, when we meet with 
such statements as the following in his epistles :— 


“It never was allowed to agitate a question which has once been 
settled by the apostolic see.”*—Ep. 13. 

“The government of the universal Church, at its commence- 
ment, derived its origin from the dignity of the blessed Peter, in 
whom its rule and management abide...... It is certain, therefore, 
that this [Roman Church] is as the head of its members over all 
other Churches, from which if any one cut himself off, he becomes 
an alien from the Christian religion, since he has ceased to be in 
that unity.”f Ep. 14. 


Our space will not permit us to quote all the popes who, 
from this period till the great schism, advanced those claims 
of supremacy which we have heard from the mouths of those 
holy pontiffs, who lived in the age most fruitful in the fathers 
of the Church. St. Damasus, St. Siricius, St. Innocent, and 
St. Boniface, were contemporaries of all those fathers whom 
Protestants are so glad of quoting whenever they have an 
opportunity. Surely no one can deny that St. Ambrose, 
St. Jerome, St. Augustine, and again St. Basil and St. Chry- 
sostom, were most painfully sensitive when any doctrines not 
congenial to their minds were broached in the Church; yet 
how is it, that no protest against the “exorbitant claims” of 
the Bishop of Rome is recorded on their part, if, as high 
church Anglicans would have us believe, their views agreed 
upon the whole with those of modern “ Anglo-Catholics,” 
nay, of Cranmer and Ridley. 

Of course the Popes who succeeded St. Boniface were not 
more Anglican or less popish than himself; and of this we 
hardly expect that proof is required. Still, we may as well 
quote a few more links in the chain of evidence, pledging 
ourselves to be more minute in proof, should any respectable 
antagonist of ours adduce any reason for denying our asser- 
tion, that the Popes from the fourth to the eleventh century 
asserted their supremacy in as explicit terms, as Catholics are 
now required to believe it, and that in so doing they met 
with no opposition from the Church or any of its orthodox 
members. 

vi. St. Leo is given up by Mr. Palmer himself. “ You 





* Ep. Pontif. Rom. Constant .p. 1036. + Ib. 1037 
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are right,” says that gentleman* to Dr. Wiseman, “in saying 
that the Bishop of Rome might safely repeat the homilies of 
St. Leo, without disparagement to his claim of supremacy ! 
His continual object was to represent that St. Peter still lived 
in his successors, and that all the promises made to him were 
made to the Bishops of Rome also.” This is precisely the 
doctrine we have heard from St. Leo’s predecessors already 
quoted ; and Anglican readers may learn from Mr. Newman 
that the same doctrine is visiblet in the language of Popes 
St. Julius and Liberius, who flourished in the earlier part of 
the fourth century, and that it is countenanced by no less a 
person than St. Athanasiust himself. We may judge of the 
opinion entertained on this subject by the contemporaries of 
St. Leo, by the following passage, which occurs in a letter of 
St. Peter Chrysologus, the Metropolitan of Ravenna, and one 
of the most illustrious saints of the time, to Eutyches: 

“ We exhort thee to attend with obedience to all things 
written to thee by the most blessed Pope of the Roman city, 
since St. Peter, who lives and presides in his own see, affords 
the true faith to all who enquire of him.” § 

Every student of ecclesiastical history is aware that the 
same doctrine was put forth in the presence of the assembled 
(Ecumenical Council of Ephesus, and was received without a 
dissentient voice. 

vu. St. Hilary, one of the papal legates at the Council of 
Chalcedon, succeeded St. Leo in the chair of St. Peter. The 
following words, from a letter|| addressed to him by the 
united bishops of the province of Tarragona in Spain, will 
show that the doctrine he held forth at Chalcedon was not 
unknown to the Church in the farther West : 


“Even though there were no necessity of ecclesiastical discipline 
at issue, we might well have recourse to that prerogative of your 
see, whereby, when he had received the keys of the kingdom, after 
the Saviour’s resurrection, the matchless preaching of the most 
blessed Peter took charge of the enlightening of all nations; the 
supremacy of whose vicar, as it shines forth conspicuously, so it is 
to be loved and feared by all. And therefore, adoring in you that 





* Letter v. p. 48. Philip, one of the papal legates at the Council of Ephesus, 
said, before the whole synod, and without any contradiction on its part, that 
St. Peter, as they were aware, “to this very time and always, lives in his suc- 
cessors and exercises judgment.” 

t Library of the Fathers, vol. xiii. p, 57, 249. t Ib. p. 251. 

§ S. P. Chrysolog. op. p. xlvii. || Harduin, Concilia, tom. ii. p. 787. 
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God whom you serve unfeignedly, we have recourse to that faith 
which was praised by the Apostle’s mouth; seeking replies from 
that source where nothing is prescribed erroneously or with pre- 
judice, but after a true pontifical deliberation.” 

This mode of addressing the Pope was not peculiar to the 
Spanish Church, or even to the West, as we shall see before 
the end of this article ; and as we are prepared to show at much 
greater length if required. 

vit. Ecclesiastical antiquity becomes more un-Anglican 
than ever as we advance. In the next generation we find 
two of the most illustrious and renowned saints of the period 
writing, in the most ultra-montane tone, about the superiority 
of the Pope toa council. St. Avitus, Bishop of Vienne in 
France, and St. Ennodius of Pavia, are far too popish for 
such a writer as Du Pin, who takes upon himself to censure 
them very freely for their ultra doctrines. These doctrines 
were also maintained by a council, held at Rome in the time 
of Pope Symmachus, consisting of upwards of seventy bishops 
from all parts of Italy, and including the Metropolitans of 
Milan and Ravenna. 

1x. About a hundred years after this, St. Gregory the 
Great sat in St. Peter’s chair. No Pope was ever more 
humble in proclaiming his rights; no Pope was ever less 
vigorous in exerting them when occasion required. He most 
distinctly asserts* his jurisdiction even over the see of Con- 
stantinople, assuring us at the same time that the emperor of 
East and the archbishop of that see were earnest in their 
professions of submission. In fact, according to St. Gregory, 
every bishop was subject to the Apostolic See. “Si qua 
culpa,” says he, “in Episcopis invenitur, nescio quis ei Epis- 
copus subjectus non sit.” He exercised the most unquestion- 
able acts of jurisdiction in such countries as England, France, 
Spain, Dalmatia, Africa, and Egypt. He sent the pallium 
to the Bishops of Antioch, Corinth, Ravenna, Milan, Salone, 
Arles, Autun, and Seville. One of the necessary conditions 
of receiving the pallium was, that it should be humbly sued 
for; and the giving it was a real act of jurisdiction. And 
yet, in spite of St. Gregory’s claiming jurisdiction over every 
bishop, Anglicans have had the incredible folly of citing him as 
a witness against the doctrine of the papal supremacy, because, 








* “De Constantinopolitana ecclesia quod dicunit quis eam dubitet sedi Apos- 
tolice esse subjectam? quod et piisimus dominus Imperator et frater noster 
ejusdem civitatis episcoprs assidue profitentur.” §. Gregor. tom. ii. p. 941. 
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forsooth, he protested against the title of Gicumenical Bishop, 
which was most ridiculously assumed by the Archbishop of 
Constantinople, and denied the propriety of its application to 
any one bishop. But really, Protestants, if they wish to 
show the discrepancy between the doctrine of St. Gregory 
and that of the present supreme pontiff, ought to show that 
his present holiness claims that title; and this they would 
have hard work to do. That it is claimed for him by many 
theologians is quite true; but it is equally true that it was 
yielded to the Popes long before the time of St. Gregory ; 
and this we shall see before we are done of the present subject. 
Nay, St. Gregory himself will tell them that the Cicume- 
nical Council of Chalcedon wished to grant the title to his 
predecessors, but that these in their humility always refused 
to accept it. 

But, it will be objected, by refusing the title on prin- 
ciple, St. Gregory must have rejected the doctrine of uni- 
versal supremacy which it implies. Now, without. falling 
back again upon the unanswerable fact that St. Gregory has, 
in express terms, claimed this universal supremacy, we must 
directly deny the connexion between the title in question and 
the doctrine we are defending. The idea of such a connection 
does not seem to have occurred, either to the foolish arch- 
bishop, who assumed that title, or to St. Gregory, who repu- 
diated it. The Archbishops of Constantinople never claimed 
universal jurisdiction; and yet they have called themselves 
universal patriarchs down to this day. St. Gregory most 
certainly understood the word “ universalis” in its natural 
sense, as identical with “unicus” or “singularis.” And ‘in 
this sense the title of Universal Bishop,* even as applied to 
the Pope, is most decidedly impious, sacrilegious, and hereti- 
cal. We are equally sure that no Pope, however jealous of 
his prerogatives, or that no canonist or theologian, however 
high his views of papal authority, ever claimed or defended it 
when so understood. 

We should be satisfied with leaving it to the candid de- 
cision of any honest reader, whether the explanation which 
has been given of St. Gregory’s refusal of the title of Uni- 





* This may be seen in every place where he objects to it. Thus, in a letter 
to John of Constantinople, “ Ad hoc perductus es, ut despectis fratribus epis- 
copus appetas solus vocari.” (St. Greg. tom. ii. p. 741. ed. Ben.) St. Eulogius, 
the Patriarch of Alexandria, having addressed St. Gregory as Universal Pope, 
— entreated him not to use a title which was inconsistent with his own 
right, 

VOL. XVII.—NO. XXXIV. 31 
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versal Bishop be not the true one. But, as the great majority 
of our readers may probably find the works of St. Gregory 
difficult of access, we offer the following direct proof that the 
rejection of the title is not inconsistent with the doctrine of 
the supremacy. 

No one, we suppose, will hold out that St. Grecory THE 
SevenTH was Protestant on the subject of the Papal authority. 
Now he is known to have been the life and soul of all that 
proceeded from the papal chair during the pontificates of his 
immediate predecessors. We propose then to quote from a 
letter,* which bears evident marks of his influence, from St. 
Leo IX to Michael Cerularius, just before the final separa- 
tion of east and west. In this letter he says that ‘ what- 
ever nation proudly dissents from the Roman Church, is no 
longer to be called or esteemed a Church at all, but is alto- 
gether a nullity; yea, rather an assembly of heretics, or a 
conventicle of schismatics, and a synagogue of Satan.” Yet he 
protests against the idea of the Roman Church being con~ 
sidered universal; for if it be so, “how,” says he, “can it be 
called the head and mother of Churches?” With reference 
to the title of universal patriarch, he writes as follows to the 
Archbishop of Constantinople :— 

“But what, and how detestable and lamentable, is that sacrile- 
gious usurpation, by which you boastfully style yourself, both in 
word and in writing, universal patriarch, though every friend of 
God has hitherto shuddered at being honoured with such a title? 
For to whom, after Christ, could it more appropriately have been 
given, that to him who was divinely thus addressed, ‘Thou art 
Peter, and on this rock I will build my Church,’ &c. Yet because 
he is nowhere found to have been called the Universal Apostle, 
although he was chosen to be Prince of the Apostles, none of his 
successors have ever consented to be called by so monstrous a title, 
although the Holy Synod of Chalcedon bestowed it by decree upon 
the great Leo our predecessor, and his successors.” 

A still more direct, and, if possible, more satisfactory proof 
will be found in a lettert to the bishops who had held a 
synod at Constantinople, from Pope Pelagius II, the pre- 
decessor of St. Gregory the Great. This letter is referred to 
by St. Gregory himself, as expressing his own sentiments on 
the matter, and was very probably composed by himself, as 
he was secretary and counsellor to the pope when it was 
written. The following passages speak for themselves :— 

“It has been reported to the Apostolical see, that John of Con- 





* Harduin, Concil, tom, vii. p. 955, + See Ceillier, tom, xvi. p. 605, 
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stantinople subscribes himself universal patriarch, and has, from this 
presumption, convoked you to a general council; although the 
authority of summouing general councils was given by a special pri- 
vilege to the Aposiolical see of the blessed Peter, and no council 
was ever considered of authority which was not supported by the 
Apostolical authority. Wherefore whatever ye have determined in 
your aforesaid conventicle, I do, from the authority of St. Peter, the 
prince of the Apostles, and the words of our Lord and Saviour, by 
which He gave to the blessed Peter the power of binding and 
loosing, which power has without doubt passed into his successors, 
ordain that they shall be null and void, so that they may never again 
be heard of, or agitated. 

“And let no Patriarch ever use so profane a title, for if even the 
chief Patriarch be called universal, the name of Patriarch is denied 
to all the others.” 


All the preceding testimonies from popes of different ages, 
but who all, with one exception, flourished during the ages 
when doctrine and discipline were most pure, will serve 
to show with what truth and decency Anglican divines, pro- 
fessing to be learned, have dared to assert that the first 
claim of supremacy was “made by the Patriarch of Con- 
stantinople, in the time of Gregory I, and shortly after usurped 
by the bishop of Rome, the first founder of the papacy and 
supremacy of that see, by the authority of Phocas, the traitor 
and murderer of his lord.’* 

We come now to the evidence directly taken from eastern 
sources, under which we consider ourselves at liberty to 
include statements of doctrines made publicly by western 
theologians in eastern assemblies, without any protest, or 
rather with hearty approbation, on the part of the latter. 

1. Our first piece of evidence shall be taken from the 
history of the Nestorian controversy. It is well known that 
St. Cyril, the Archbishop of Alexandria, presided at the 
Council of Ephesus, as Vicar of the Apostolic See, and that 
this holy synod pronounced sentence against Nestorius, 
“being compelled to do so, by the sacred canons and the 
epistle”+ of the Roman Pontiff. One important fact, how- 
ever, is not sufficiently known, and this is, that the opponents 
of St. Cyril and the Council of Ephesus acknowledged the 
authority of Rome in the strongest terms; until (as in the 
history of all heresies) Rome spoke out so plainly against 





* Strype’s Whitgift, vol. i. p, 197, quoted very frequently of late years, with 
great approbation, by Dr. Hook, and other members of the same school. 
+ See Palmer, Treatise on the Church, vol ii, p. 503, 
31 ? 
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them, that they were forced to rebel against acknowledged 
authority. 

A letter is still extant* from Eutherius, bishop of Tyana, 
and Helladius, bishop of Tarsus, to St. Xystus, the reigning 

ntiff, protesting against the proceedings at Ephesus. It is 
impossible in a few words to give anything like an adequate 
conception of this letter, but no eulogist of the Holy See 
could wish for a more eloquent testimony to its power and 
divine authority. The pope is compared to Moses as opposed 
to Jannes and Jambres, and to St. Peter as opposed to Simon 
Magus; he is addressed as the expected Saviour of the or- 
thodox believers, the divinely appointed ruler of the Church. 
The constant victories of the Apostolic See over heresy, false- 
hood, and impiety, are elaborately set forth. In short, to quote 
their own words— 

“We entreat you, and we throw ourselves at the sacred feet of 
your holiness, that you would stretch out a saving hand, and put an 
end to the shipwreck of the world, by commanding an enquiry to 
be made of all these things, and administering a heavenly correction 
to these unlawful proceedings ; that those holy pastors may be res- 
tored who have been unjustly torn from their flocks, that their former 
order and peace may be to the sheep, and that lamentation and 
weeping may no longer be offered up instead of prayer and psalms.” 

These two bishops wrote in the names of their partisans in 
Euphratesia, either Cilicia, Cappadocia Secunda, Bithynia, 
Thessaly, and Moesia. The document we have quoted is cer- 
tainly a very remarkable indication of the feeling of the times, 
ee as it does, from the Anti-Roman party. We 

now very well what weight it would possess in the eyes of 
any writer of secular history. 

ut. The history of the Eutychian controversy presents equally 
striking facts for the consideration of the historical enquirer. 

The blessed Theodoret, bishop of Cyrus near the Euphrates, 
having been deposed from his see, appealed to the pope that 
he might be restored to it. We have already seen how 
strongly St. Leo asserted his supremacy, even by the confes- 
sion of our opponents. We may judge whether the following 
expressions from the letter of Theodoret were calculated to 
undeceive him, if he thought that the whole Church acknow- 
ledged his primacy. 

“If Paul, the preacher of truth, and the trumpet of the Holy 





* Galland. Bibl. Patrum, tom. ix. p. 522, et seq. 
+ “ Nostrum est ...ad eum clamare quia Deo productus est gubernator.”"— 
See Fleury, Hist, Eccles, liv, xxvi. p. 194. 
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Ghost, had recourse to the great Peter, that he might obtain from 
him a reply to those at Antioch, who were doubting about the ob- 
servation of the law, with greater reason have we recourse, who are 
humble and lowly, to your Apostolical see,* that from you we may 
receive a remedy to the ulcers of the Church. For on all accounts 
does the primacy justly belong to you. Your See is adorned with 
many prerogatives. Some cities, indeed, are illustrious through 
their magnitude or beauty, or their numerous inhabitants, and 
others, which are deficient in these, through their spiritual gifts ; 
but the Giver of all good things has given to yours superabundance 
of gifts.” 

It is the greatest and most illustrious of cities, and presides 
over the world. 


“But chiefly faith adorns it, to which the divine apostle beareth 
witness, saying, ‘Your faith is spoken of throughout the whole 
world.’ Besides this it has the tombs of Peter and Paul, our com- 
mon fathers and masters of the truth, which illuminate the minds of 
the faithful. These have rendered your See the most illustrious of 
all ; this is the climax of your gifts.” 

“ And now I await the sentence of your Apostolical See, and I 
pray and entreat your holiness to assist me, appealing to your just 
and equitable tribunal, and to command me to come to you that I 
may shew forth how my teaching follows upon the footsteps of the 
Apostles. And do not, I pray, reject my suppliant prayers, or 
despise my miserable old age, thus unworthily treated after so great 
labours. Before all things, I pray that I may be informed by you 
whether or no I should acquiesce in this unjust deposition, for I 
await your sentence. And should you command me to abide by 
what has been decided, I will do so, and will no longer be weari- 
some to any man, but will await the just sentence of my God and 
Saviour.” f 

In the same strain did he write to Renatus, a presbyter of 
Rome, begging of him to persuade St. Leo “to use his Apos- 
tolical author:ty, and command him to present himself at the 
Roman tribunal.”+ St. Leo restored him to his see, and 
Theodoret was admitted at the Council of Chalcedon in con- 
sequence. 

The acts of this sacred synod are most instructive as to the 
relation between the Pope and the Church. At its com- 
mencement, the legates of the Apostolic See, who presided 





* Rome is called “ the Apostolical See’ in the letter of the Council of Ephesus 
to the pope. In the recent translation of St. Athanasius, we observe that 
drooro\txdg Opdvoc, is translated “an apostolical throne,” in a sentence where 
Pntporohic Pwpyavég is termed “ the metropolis,” p. 248, 

t Theodoret, tom. iii. p. 984, et seq. t p. 959. 
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there, opened its proceedings by protesting, in the following 
manner,* against the presence of Dioscorus, the Archbishop 
of Alexandria, who had presided at the atrocious Latroci- 
nium of Ephesus. 

Paschasinus, Bishop of Lilyboeum, thus begun: “ We have 
orders from the most blessed and apostolic Bishop of Rome, 
which is the head of all Churches, that Dioscorus should not 
sit in the council, and that should he attempt to do so, he 
must be expelled from it. If, therefore, it please your greatness 
(the representatives of the civil power), let him depart, other- 
wise we go.” It was then asked what the special charge against 
him was? Lucentius replied, “He has dared to hold a 
synod independent of the authority of the Apostolic See, 
which was never done, or allowed to be done.” In conse- 
quence of this, Dioscorus was commanded to sit in the midst 
of the assembly as a criminal instead of a judge. Not a voice 
was raised by any one of the bishops then present,—and they 
were all orientals, without a single exception,—against the 
new doctrine, as Anglicans would have it, which was put 
forth by the legates. 

The cause of Dioscorus was now examined, and his crimes 
being sufficiently established, his deposition was agreed upon. 
The legates were called upon to pronounce the sentence of 
deposition, on which Paschasinus asked,t “ What pleaseth 
your blessedness that should be done?” The Bishop of An- 
tioch replied, “That which seemeth fit to your holiness, and 
we agree to it.” The three legates upon this read out the 
sentence of Dioscorus, setting forth his misdeeds at Ephesus, 
and pronouncing the pardon of the Apostolic See to all who 
unwillingly took part at that council, “and who have since 
continued obedient to the most holy Archbishop Leo, and to 
every most holy and cecumenical council.” In fine, “the 
most holy and blessed Leo, Archbishop of great and elder 
Rome, through us and the present synod, together with the 
thrice blessed and most glorious Apostle Peter, who is the 
rock and support of the Catholic Church, and the foundation 
of orthodox faith, has deprived him of his episcopate, and has 
removed him from all sacerdotal rank.” 

Then followed the subscription to the deposition of the 
Archbishop of Alexandria. The following ow specimens may 
serve to show how little anti-papal feeling there was in the 





* Harduin,-Concil. tom. ii. p. 67. 
+ Harduin, Concil. tom, ii. p. 344, et seq. 
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sacred synod, notwithstanding the bold and plain-spoken lan- 
guage of the legates: 

Anatolius, Archbishop of Constantinople.—“ TI agree in all par- 
ticulars in one sentiment with the Apostolic See, and join in the 
deposition of Dioscorus, late Bishop of Alexandria.” 

Peter, Metropolitan of Corinth.—“ I too agree to what has been 
said, both by the legates of the most holy and blessed Leo, Arch- 
bishop of great Rome, and the most holy Anatolius.” 

Seleucus, Metropolitan of Amasea.—“TI consent and agree to 
these things, which have just been set forth lawfully and canonically 
by the Apostolic See of Rome, through the most holy bishops who 
came in its place, and by Anatolius,” &c. 

Julian, Bishop of Hypepi.—“ I consent to all the things which 
have been said by the most holy bishops, Paschasinus and Lucentius, 
and the most religious priest, Boniface, the legate of the most holy 
and blessed Archbishop of Rome.” 


And when it is remembered that St. Leo’s doctrine, like 
that of his predecessors, was that St. Peter continually lived 
and presided in the person of his successors, it cannot be sup- 
posed that the Council of Chalcedon was much averse to this 
doctrine, when it cried out with one voice, upon the reading 
of St. Leo’s epistle, “ Peter has spoken by Leo!” The 
letters of this sacred synod to the Emperor Marcian, and to 
the Pope himself, show how far they were from protesting 
against the claims of Rome. The holy fathers acknowledge* 
St. Leo as the interpreter of St. Peter, as the head of the 
Church, and the divinely-constituted guardian of the Lord’s 
vineyard. This is as strong doctrine as we could wish to 
have from any one. But if Bossuet had lived at that period, 
Anglican controversialists would quote him now, against doc- 
trines for which he would gladly have laid down his life. 

mt. Our limits compel us to be brief in laying down the re- 
mainder of our evidence of the belief of the orthodox Oriental 
Church previous to the final schism. We have selected it 
from the principal controversies in the East, after the Council 
of Chalcedon. During the pontificate of Pope Symmachus, 
a letter was addressed to him by the orthodox bishops of the 
East, which was then involved in the Acacian schism. In 
thist they acknowledged that the chair of Peter, the prince 
of the Apostles, was given to the charge of his holiness by 
Christ himself; and they addressed the Pope as one “taught 





* Harduin, Concil. tom. ii. p. 655. ; Re 
t Labbe, Concilia, tom. iv. p. 1304, et seq.; and Baronius, 512, xlviii. 
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by St. Peter to feed the sheep entrusted to his care all over 
the habitable world.” 

Iv. Five years after this, we find a letter* addressed to 
Pope Hormisdas by upwards of two hundred priests and 
archimandrites (or heads of monasteries) of Syria Secunda, on 
the subject of Severus, the heretical Patriarch of Antioch. 
They write “to the most holy and blessed Hormisdas, Pa- 
triarch of the whole earth, holding the see of Peter, the prince 
of Apostles,” thinking it right, “ since Christ had constituted 
him, and his holy angel, the prince of pastors, and the doctor 
and physician of souls, to lay before him the tribulation they 
were suffering, and to point out those ravenous wolves who 
were laying waste the flock of Christ; that he might expel 
them with the staff of authority from the midst of the sheep, 
and heal the soul with the word of doctrine, and soothe it 
with the medicine of prayer. We entreat you, therefore,” 
they continue, “most blessed father, and we pray and be- 
seech you, that you would arise with zeal and fervour, and 
justly condole with the lacerated body [of the Church], for 
you are the head of all; and vindicate the despised faith, the 
insulted canons, the blasphemed fathers, and the anathe- 
matized council.t To you have power and authority been 
given by God to bind and to loose.” 

v. The proceedings of the Church, a few years after this, 
in the case of Anthimus, the heretical Archbishop of Con- 
stantinople, are equally worthy of notice. Upwards of 7 
archimandrites of Constantinople and its neighbourhood, 
Palestine, and Syria, wrotet to “the most holy and blessed 
Agapetus, Archbishop of ancient Rome, and Universal Pa- 
triarch,” entreating him to depose and anathematize Anthimus. 

The same prayer was addressed to the Pope by the bishops 
and other clergy of the province. The devotion of monastic 
orders to the Holy See is so well known, that it might be 
suspected that the archimandrites had gone beyond their 
secular brethren in their prayer to the Pope. It is well, 
therefore, to mention that the letter of the bishops is ad- 
dressed§ “to our Lord, the most holy father of fathers, 
Agapetus, Archbishop of Rome.” 

Soon after this, a council was held at Constantinople under 
Mennas, the orthodox successor of Anthimus. In the sen- 





* Harduin, Concil. tom. ii. p. 1031. 

t i.e. the Council of Chalcedon, which was anathematized by Severus and 
his party. 

t Harduin, Concil, tom, ii. p. 1193. § Ib. p. 1203, 
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tence of the council against him, it is mentioned as a specimen 
of his deceitful profession of orthodoxy, that he sent word to 
the emperor, “promising to do whatsoever the pontiff of the 
great Apostolical See should decree, and he wrote to all the 
holy patriarchs that he followed in all things the Apostolical 
See. But,” continues the council, “our God and Saviour 
Jesus Christ not permitting such things to last, the most 
blessed Pope Agapetus, of blessed and sacred memory, was 
sent by God to this royal city, who immediately, with God’s 
assistance, put in force the sacred canon, and expelled him 
from his ill-gotten see.”* 

The new patriarch, Mennas, almost immediately after this, 
made his own profession of faith before the council as follows: 
— We rottow and opey the Apostolical See, holding com- 
munion with those who communicate with it, and condemning 
those whom it condemns.” t 

The council which was held at Jerusalem on the same 
subject, under the Patriarch Peter, gave its hearty consent to 
all the proceedings of Pope Agapetus, and of the council 
under Mennas. 

vi. The next great controversy in the East was that concern- 
ing the Monothelite heresy. ‘The three great sees of Alex- 
andria, Antioch, and Constantinople, were held by Monothe- 
lites. St. Sophronius of Jerusalem alone of the eastern 
patriarchs stood up in defence of orthodoxy. ‘Towards the 
end of his life, he took Stephen, bishop of Doria, the first in 
rank of the bishops of his province, and led him to Mount 
Calvary. He there adjured him by Him who was there cru- 
cified, and by the account he should have to render at the last 
day, “ to go to the apostolic see, where are the foundations of 
orthodoxy, and not to cease to pray till the holy persons there 
should examine and condemn the novelty.” Stephen, moved 
by the awful nature of this adjuration, and by the entreaties 
of the orthodox bishops and laity in those parts, “ gave not 
sleep to his eyes, or slumber to his eyelids,” till he had fulfilled 
his promise. In the letter which he presented to the Roman 
pontiff, he describes the orthodox Christians of the East as 
“wishing for the wings of a dove, to fly and announce their 
distress to the see which governs and presides over all (I mean 
your own high and exalted see), for the healing of the uni- 
versal wound, for it hath been the custom to do this from the 
beginning from apostolic and canonical authority. For not 





* Tb, p. 1257. + Ib. p. 1261. 
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only were the keys of the kingdom of heaven exclusively in- 
trusted to the truly great Peter, the chief of the apostles, but 
to him first it was given to feed the sheep of the whole Ca- 
tholic Church.” 

The feeling expressed in this letter was not peculiar to the 
Christians of Palestine.* The following passages are taken 
from the writings of one of the greatest saints and ecclesias- 
tical authorities of the period.t St. Maximus was born at 
Constantinople and was educated there. He was for some 
time secretary to the emperor, until he retired into a monas- 
tery at Chrysopolis, near Chalcedon, of which he became the 
abbot. 

‘“‘ Whosoever anathematizes those who repudiate Pyrrhus, ana- 
thematizes the Roman see; that ts, he anathematizes the Catholic 
Church.” 

“Let him, before all things, hasten to give satisfaction to the 
Roman see. For this being once satisfied, all people will every- 
where speak of him as pious and orthodox. For he talks in vain, 
who thinks that such persons as myself are to be persuaded and won 
over, and does not satisfy and implore the most blessed Pope of the 
holy Roman Church, that is the apostolic see, which, from the In- 
carnate Word of God Himself, as well as from all holy synods, has 
received and possesses authority and power of binding and loosing.” 


Our next contemporary authority is that of a letter from 
Sergius, metropolitan of Cyprus, in the name of his province, 
“to my most holy, and blessed, and godly lord, the Lord 
Theodore, father of fathers, archbishop, and universal pope.” 
We hope the beginning of the letter will be sufficient to give 
some idea of his faith in the Pope’s supremacy. 


“Christ our God hath constituted thine apostolical see, O sacred 
Head, as the God-fixed and immovable support and the conspicuous 
exemplar of the faith; for as the Divine Word hath truly said, ‘ Thou 
art Peter, and on thy foundation are the pillars of the Church 
founded, for to thee hath he committed the keys of heaven, and hath 
given charge to bind and to loose, with power in heaven and earth. 
Thou art constituted as the destroyer of profane heresies, as the 
leader and doctor of orthodox and immaculate faith.”’§ 





* Facts are as valuable as any other testimonies. Pope Theodore appointed 
this same Stephen, bishop of Doria, as his vicar in Palestine, with authority to 
depose certain bishops irregularly consecrated, unless they consented to act 
canonically, He exercised his authority without opposition. 

t Ceillier says of him : “Dieu semble avoir fait naitre ce saint exprés pour 
la defense de la foi Catholique contre les Monothélites,” tom, xiii. page 609. 

S. Maxim. tom. ii. p. 76. 
§ Harduin. Concil. tom. iii, p. 729. 
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vit. The Iconoclast controversy yields most satisfactory 
evidence of the doctrine of the Greek Church as to the pope’s 
supremacy. 

In the second Council of Nice, which is acknowledged as 
ecumenical by the present Greek Church, a letter* was read 
from the Roman pontiff, in which the following statement of 
his authority is found :— 

‘“‘ Let the words of our Lord Jesus Christ be fulfilled, ‘ The gates 
of hell shall not prevail against it.’ And again, ‘Thou art Peter,’ 
&c. Whose see shines forth as holding supremacy over the whole 
universe, and is the head of all the Churches of God. To which 
if your holiness [the Abp. of Constantinople] wishes to adhere and 
to hold the orthodox creed of our apostolical see, which is the head 
of all Churches,” &c. 

When this letter had been read out, the papal legate said, 
“Let the most holy patriarch Tarasius, of the royal city, tell 
us whether he consents to the letter of Hadrian, the most 
holy pope of the elder Rome, or no.” Tarasius answered, 
that St. Paul in writing to the Romans had said, “ Your faith 
is spoken of throughout the world. This testimony it is 
necessary to follow, and to offer opposition were senseless.” 
The legates then asked whether the holy synod received the 
letter of Pope Hadrian or no. The holy synod answered, 
‘Emdpeba, wat dexdpeba kat rooorepefa. 

The same doctrine was maintained by contemporary private 
theologians. St. Theodore Studites, who is honoured by the 
modern Greeks as one of their greatest saints, thus begins a 
lettert to Pope Leo III :—* Since Christ our God, after the 
keys of the kingdom of heaven, conferred upon the great 
Peter the dignity of pastoral supremacy, it is necessary that 
reference should be made to Peter or his successor when in- 
novations are made in the Catholic Church, by those who err 
from the truth.” After having explained the nature of his 
complaint, he addresses the Pope in the words of the chief of 
the apostles to Christ, “ Save us, Chief Pastor of the Church 
upon earth, or we perish.” 

vin. The chief conversions wrought by the Greek Church 
in its later times were, as we are informed by Mr. Palmer him- 
self, the Meesians, Gazarians, Bohemians, edtnlens the Rus- 
sians, and other Sclavonic tribes. These conversions were the 
work of the missionaries sent out by the blessed Saint Igna- 
tius, patriarch of Constantinople, especially by those wonderful 


Otinsiiietiai 





* Tb. tom. iv. p. 102. 
t S. Theodor. lib, i, ep. xxviii. vid, etiam ep. xxxiy, ed, Sirmond, tom, y. p. 300, 
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brothers, St. Cyril and St. Methodius.* It is asswmed by our 
opponents, that all these countries were originally innocent of 
admitting the Pope’s supremacy. We shall see whether their 
holy instructors, or the patriarch, were likely persons to have 
omitted instructing them on this point. 

And first, as to St. Cyril and ge Methodius, we offer the 
following extract from Butler’s Lives of the Saints,+ as suffi- 
ciently indicating their creed :-— 

“ Cyril and Methodius translated the liturgy into the Sclavonic 
tongue, and instituted mass to be said inthe same. The Archbishop 
of Salzburg and the Archbishop of Mentz, jointly with their suf- 
fragans, wrote two letters, still extant, to Pope John VIII, to com- 
plain of the novelty introduced by the Archbishop Methodius. 
Hereupon the Pope, in 878, by two letters, one addressed to Tuvan- 
tarus, count of Moravia, and the other to Methodius, whom he styles 
Archbishop of Pannonia, cited the latter to come to Rome, forbidding 
him, in the mean time, to say mass in a barbarous tongue. Me- 
thodius obeyed, and repairing to Rome, gave ample satisfaction to 
the Pope, who confirmed to him the privileges of the archiepiscopal 
see of the Moravians, declared him exempt from all dependance on 
the Archbishop of Saltzburg, and approved for the Sclavonians the 
use of the liturgy and breviary in their own tongue, as he testified 
in his letter to Count Sfendopulk, still extant.” 

Had St. Methodius been an “ Anglo-Catholic” he would 
have merely said, “ The Bishop of Rome hath no jurisdiction 
in this realm.” 

This extract from Alban Butler, which agrees with the ac- 
count of all other historians, throws great light on the re- 
markable fact, which was brought out by M. de Maistre, that 
the Russian liturgical books are in many places most glori- 
ously orthodox on the subject of the Pope’s supremacy, pre- 
cisely in the same manner as the Anglican prayer-book con- 
tains the doctrine of baptismal regeneration ; though perhaps 
the majority of the Anglican clergy regard that doctrine as 
anti-Christian. Russia, as it is well known, was in communion 
with Rome as late as the time of St. Gregory the Seventh 
and even later. 

1x. We come now to the commencement of the great 
schism. It originated, as all students of ecclesiastical history 
are aware, in the refusal of the holy patriarch St. Ignatius, to 
comply with the wishes of the Greek emperor, who deposed 





* St. Cyril and St. Methodius are styled the apostles of Moravia, Upper 
Bohemia, Silesia, Gazaria, Croatia, Circassia, Bulgaria, Bosnia, Russia, Dalmatia, 
Pannonia, Daria Carinthia, Carniola, and of almost all the Sclavonic nations, 

¢t December 22. 
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and banished him, and put into his place Photius, a layman 
and a soldier, who was moreover ordained by a schismatic 
bishop of Syracuse. 

The following is the opening passage ofa letter* from St. 
Ignatius, the persecuted patriarch, to Pope Nicholas I, who 
had nobly taken up his cause and deposed Photius :— 

“Science has produced many physicians of the wounds and 
diseases of the human body, one taking especial cognizance of one 
disorder, and another of another ; but of those diseases which affect 
the members of Christ, our God and Saviour,—the head of us all, 
and of His Spouse the Catholic and Apostolic Church, God has 
constituted one an especial physician of surpassing excellence and 
most Catholic, namely, your brotherly holiness and paternal reve- 
rence. Wherefore, he said to the great Peter, the chief of the 
Apostles, ‘Thou art Peter,’ &c., and again, ‘ To thee will I give 
the keys,’ &c. These words He did not restrain or limit to the 
chief of the Apostles only, but through him transmitted them to all 
who after him should like him be the chief pastors and most divine 
and sacred pontiffs of elder Rome. On which account, from the 
earliest times, when heresies and schisms have sprung up, many of 
those who preceded your holiness and exalted paternity have eradi- 
cated and destroyed the evil tares, and the diseased and almost 
incurable members ; being successors to the chief of the apostles, 
and imitators of his zeal in the faith which is according to Christ, 
and now in our times your holiness has worthily handled the power 
given to it by Christ.” 

Surely these words are as strong as those quoted by Mr. 
Palmer from Mr. Newman’s sermons in favour of the papal 
supremacy, and that by divine right. 

Perhaps, however, it may be said that St. Ignatius, though 
a patriarch, was speaking as a private individual; we there- 
fore beg to refer to the council held at Constantinople in 869, 
which was attended by the representatives of the great sees 
of Antioch and Jerusalem, as well as by the patriarch of 
Constantinople. The papal legates read out a formulary 
before the council, which it was necessary to subscribe, in 
sign of communion with the Church of Rome. The follow- 
ing words, among others equally strong, occur in it. 

“ We follow in all things the apostolical see, and observe all its 
constitutions, we therefore hope to enjoy communion with it, in 
which is the solidity of the Christian religion in all its truth and 
integrity ; and we promise not to recite at the holy mysteries the 
names of those who are cut off from the communion of the Catholic 
Church, that is, who do not agree with the apostolical see.” 





* Harduin Concil. tom. v. p, 791. 
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The legates, after this had been read, asked the council: 
** Doth this formulary please you in all things?” The whole 
sacred synod answered: “The formulary which hath been 
read to us has justly and expediently been put forth by the 
holy Roman Church, and moreover it pleaseth us in all things.” 

The same doctrine was held even by Photius and his par- 
tisans, as long as they enjoyed the communion of Rome. It 
is known that, upon the death of St. Ignatius, the Holy See, 
to gratify the Eastern Churches, acknowledged Photius as 
his successor. In the year 879, a large synod of all the great 
Eastern bishops was assembled at Constantinople, for the 
purpose of confirming him in his see. A letter* was read as 
usual from the Pope, and approved by the council as far as 
ecclesiastical matters were concerned. In this letter the doc- 
trine of the papal supremacy is thus asserted : 

‘** The Apostolical See has received the keys of the kingdom of 
heaven from the first great Pontiff Jesus-Christ, through Peter, the 
prince of the Apostles, in these words: ‘To thee I will give the 
keys,’ &c. It hath power of binding and loosing in all places; and, 
in the words of Jeremias the prophet, of planting and of rooting 
up. By the authority, therefore, of Peter, the prince of the 
Apostles, together with all our holy Church, we announce to you, 
and through you to our holy brothers and fellow-ministers the 
Patriarchs of Alexandria, Antioch, and Jerusalem, and all 
other bishops and priests, and to the whole Chureh of Constanti- 
nople, that we consent and agree in all things, yea rather God by 
us, to all things which ye have asked..... Receive [Photius] as the 
Patriarch of your Church. Confirm your love and faith, and with 
reverence obedience to him, and through him to the holy Roman 
Church. For whosoever receiveth him not, receiveth not our 
decrees, or those of the holy Roman Church concerning him; nor 
doth he wage war against us, but against the most holy Apostle 
Peter, yea, rather against Christ the Son of God, who hath so 
honoured and glorified his Apostle, as to give him the power of 
binding and loosing.” 

It would be idle to cite additional testimonies. Those who 
are acquainted with the original authorities, will be aware 
that we have not by any means exhausted the testimonies 
which meet us everywhere in orthodox oriental councils to 
the papal supremacy. In fact, to a person who has studied the 
subject, the notion of the original independence of the Eastern 
Churches is no less astounding than would be the assertion 
that consular government was unknown in the earlier periods 





* Harduin Concil, tom. vi. p. 258, 
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of the Roman republic. Let any enquirer take up the acts 
of those many Eastern councils where the papal legates were 
present, from the Council of Ephesus till the final separation ; 
and the authority which they assumed, on the grounds of the 
papal supremacy by Divine right, and which was most 
heartily granted as a matter of course, will be no less instruc- 
tive than astonishing to him, if he be sincere and candid in 
his investigations. 

We have not professed to give more than the bare evidence 
of the reception of the papal supremacy in the Eastern 
Churches, as stated by ourselves at the commencement of this 
article. There are, however, many important questions re- 
maining, over and above this, upon which we cannot now 
enter, but which may form the subject of another article. In 
the meantime, we hope we have adduced sufficient evidence 
to show how little reason Bishop Ken had for professing in 
his last will “to die in the holy Catholic and Apostolic faith, 
professed by the whole Church before the disunion of East 
and West,” and what little security Anglicans of the present 
day have in attaching their hopes of everlasting salvation to 
the historical enquiries of such men as Mr. Palmer, Mr. 
Sewell, or Dr. Hook.* 





ArT .VIII.—1. Rogeri de Wendover Chronica, sive Flores His- 
toriarum. Nunc primum edidit H. O. Coxe, M.A. Printed 
by the Royal Historical Society. London: 1841-1842. 

2. Monkish Historians. Royal Historical Society. 

Second Series of Monkish Historians. Shortly will be pub- 
lished, Matthew of Paris, &c. Prospectus of the Royal 
Historical Society. 


Mage is scarcely a nation of Europe that possesses so 
copious and uninterrupted a stream of history as that 
which Britain owes to the labours of its monks. But for 
them, the history of our country for fifteen hundred years, 
would be a blank; the origin of our greatest institutions, a 
problem. Were their labours of the humblest character, 
and conveyed in the meanest language, it might be supposed 
that no one, that had the feelings of a man and a Briton, 
could withhold his commendation. Now it is certain, that 
much as is said of “monkish Latin,” remote as the monks 





* It may be well to mention that the first part of this article was written 
before the appearance of Mr, Oakeley’s recent letter, 
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certainly were from the pure latinity that a classical scholar 
would require, some at least, as St. Bede, Wendover, and 
others, are far from being obscure, harsh, or involved in their 
style: while nearly all display a picturesque simplicity and 
hearty sincerity, that amply atones for faults of manner. But 
whatever the opinion of their merit as writers, there can be 
but one opinion of the invaluable service which they have ren- 
dered their country. Their reward has been that which 
unpretending worth too often experiences: has been but 
scorn and obloquy. 

Too often has it happened, that men have scoffed at the 
ancient memorials which yet they condescended to copy; 
have claimed from an over-indulgent public that homage and 
praise which was chiefly due to the original compilers. We 
have long boasted of a Robertson and a Hume, but what 
would a Robertson or a Hume have been, had the chroniclers 
been such lazy, ignorant monks, as these authors would have 
us imagine? When men pander to the errors and prejudices 
of the age; when they make a traffic of the evil which they 
ought to remove ; when they build their own reputation on 
the ruined fame of others, they may be idolized by the ma- 
licious and the ignorant, but they cannot escape the ultimate 
contempt of men, any more than the just retribution of God. 
Such contempt, such retribution, even on earth, seems now 
impending. It is therefore well for England, that its historic 
fame is not grounded on the productions of the last century. 
Europe has uttered against them its solemn protest; has 
weighed them and pronounced them wanting. Mere beauty 
of style is little regarded by those that thirst after truth; 
and, happily, such a thirst is now experienced. The age has 
discovered its error; has discovered that it mistook a mirage 
for the fountains of truth; it turns back in disgust from gor- 
geous style and perverted fact, to the precious though un- 
adorned pages of ‘“ Monkish Chronicles.” Until however 
these writings are faithfully translated, they will be accessible 
to few. Struck with this idea, the Historical Society is not 
only issuing, in the original tongue, a variety of chroniclers, 
and, among others, the hitherto unpublished work of Roger 
of Wendover; but has commenced a translation, if not of 
the whole, at least of the contemporary portions of the 
‘more important writers.” It is hoped that the public will 
be thus enabled to see the events of each century in the same 
light as they were seen and recorded by living witnesses. 

It is needless to dwell on the utility of such an under- 
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taking; needless to praise what, in design at least, is so ob- 
viously meritorious. Among the few histories that are to be 
translated entire, is the Historia Major of Matthew of Paris. 
The recent translation into French, and the proposed trans- 
lation into English, of an author so often quoted, so little 
read, is like the publication of a new work ; and a new work 
ushered into the world under such high recommendations is 
likely to be received without further examination as a true 
picture of its age. The selection of Matthew of Paris for 
such a purpose is not a little remarkable. 

The society, in one of its publications, acknowledges that 
up to the nineteenth year of Henry III, Matthew of Paris is 
only the copier of Wendover; and that in the account of his 
own times the latter has impartiality and kindliness of feeling, 
and a style far from inferior to that of Paris.* Wendover, 
moreover, is to form the text down to the Conquest. But why 
discontinue him then? why abandon him for the works of 
Paris? The latter died, according to the prospectus of the 
Historical Society, in 1259, or according to some in 1250; 
if then he continued his history till his death, it could 
not embrace more than four-and-twenty years, perhaps 
did not extend to more than sixteen. His merits, then, rest 
upon his narrative of sixteen or four-and-twenty years ; and 
if we may believe the editor of Wendover, he is neither in 
style nor manner superior to his predecessor. What then is 
the reason that he is so great a favourite? Does it not ap- 
pear that the true reason is not expressed? The prospectus 
may afford some insight into the subject. Paris’s history, 
they tell us, extends from the Conquest to Henry III, and 
is so “ bewitching,” that it resembles “ a well-written and 
amusing novel.” Is this then the reason? Hardly, we 
think. For this praise is given to the whole history from 
the Conquest, and not to any specified portion of it ; and con- 
sequently, the greater part of the praise is due to Wendover. 
But waiving this difficulty, what do you see, gentle reader, 
before, and repeated after, these words of praise? Before, is 
a quotation from Henry, telling us that Matthew of Paris 
“paints the insatiable avarice, intolerable tyranny, unbounded 
luxury, and abandoned perfidy of the court of Rome in 
stronger colours than any Protestant writer hath done. From 
all his writings he appears to have been a man of genius, 
taste, and learning.” The latter sentence appears either mis- 





* See Preface to Rog. de Wendover, vol. i. p. viii and xxviii. 
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“me a or intended to convey an inference from the former. 
t almost makes one suspect that Matthew of Paris seems a 
man of “ taste,” because he agrees with Protestants in their 
hostility to the See of Rome. For there is much truth in the 
assertion that our chronicler assigns pride and avarice as ge- 
neral motives of the popes, and that too with a zest and bold- 
ness that would not discredit a Hume or a Gibbon. The society, 
however, to shew, we suppose, that this was not the reason for 
the selection, inserted the last sentence of the quotation in 
Italics, and then proceeded to a general commendation of the 
work. But immediately after follows a passage from Sharon 
Turner, informing us that Matthew of Paris “ rejoices in the 
acquired liberties of the nation ; notices without acrimony 
the faults of the royal administration ; and states with a fair 
censorial impartiality the avarice and tyranny of the pope- 
dom.” “I think,” he adds, “I never read a more honest 
historian.” How softly these accents fall upon the ear; 
hardly could “ avarice and tyranny” be more sweetly uttered, 
not the less do they teem with insidious error. Coupling 
Paris’s claims to preference, with the words of the prospectus, 
we must say that our suspicions are awakened ; still we could 
hardly blame the society, were it not for its own professions : 
but when it pretends to give us a true picture of the age, 
yet selects an author that is an exception to his class, our sus- 
picions amount almost to certainty. 

It is not very difficult to account why Protestants should 
be partial to a writer that asperses an authority which they 
have rejected. In the first edition of Paris’s works, Arch- 
bishop Parker expresses the same feeling ; but he seeks no 
concealment ; he avows what he thinks; but, at the same 
time, acknowledges that Paris did not represent his age; 
that he was contrary to the general feeling of the nation; 
and that the acts which he branded as despotic and avari- 
cious, ‘“‘ were supported and endured even with applause” by 
men of “ prudent and magnanimous minds.”* Yet in the face 
of such a testimony, Paris is to be preferred before every 
other. The English of that day, says the Anglican archbishop, 
applauded the conduct of the popes; yet the society is about 
to present us with a delineation of the thirteenth century, in 
which, according to its own account, the conduct of the 
popes is held up to execration. The very fact of the broad 
distinction between their chosen writer and the greater part of 





* See Preface to the edition of 1571, as affixed to Watts’ ed. of 1640. 
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his contempories ; the fact, too, that he was little popular, 
almost forgotten, until the Reformation,* should of itself have 

roduced caution—should have elicited, from those that 
intend to enlighten the public, at least a fair statement of the 
question. We protest, then, in the name of the thirteenth 
age, against the insidious plan that is thus proposed. 

But if the society fails in its proposed design, in giving 
us “the predilections and impressions of the public mind 
of the period,” may it not at least have given the true 
account? was not the nation utterly darkened and _be- 
sotted ; and was not Paris far in advance of his time? This 
supposition would be too absurd to be noticed, were it 
not, in substance at least, constantly asserted. It would be 
to suppose that Matthew of Paris knew the ordinary facts 
and impulses of his age better than nearly all the rest of the 
nation—a nation, too, that did not sit down in ignorance of 
what was passing on the continent, but sent forth a constant 
tide of its population to the tombs of the Apostles, and to 
the holy sepulchre of our Lord. We are to believe that 
yeoman and burgher, abbot and bishop, noble and prince, were 
mistaken, not only in the bearings, but in the existence of the 
facts about them; that not only the English nation, but the 
Spanish, French, and greater part of the German and Italian 
chroniclers, are not to be put in competition with Matthew 
of Paris and one or two Germans, that sought to purchase 
favour both by flattering the emperor and by railing at the 
Holy See. Gross as the supposition is, it has yet been sup- 
ported. Men are to be found that will condemn numbers 
of historians, of every profession, and rank, and country, on 
the word of a handful of censorious and interested declaimers. 

It might, perhaps, be interesting, but it is not our present 
purpose, to examine how such an impression has arisen, and 
what is Matthew of Paris’s real value as an historian. As a 
preparatory step to such an examination, we propose to 
glance at the history of the Popes of his time, and thus 
arrive at our first general conclusions as to the truth or false- 
hood of his representations. 

This outline we have derived from various authors, both of 
the same and the following century. The chief of those are 
Ricardus de S. Germano, a contemporary, and on some occa- 
sions an eye-witness, of the events which he describes ; 
Amalric, who lived about the same time; Nick. Ross, 
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Arago, made cardinal in 1356; Bernard Guido, born 1260, 
well known, says Muratori, for his learning, judgment, and 
accuracy ;* and Andrew Dandolo, the celebrated Venetian 
doge, who lived in the time of our Edward III, and who 
occasionally refers to the affairs of Rome in his Chronicles of 
Venice. These authors agree in all important particulars, 
and are borne out in their statements by the incidental nar- 
ratives of the biographers of St. Louis, and of many other 
authors of the same period. As the narratives of Arago 
and Rich. de S. Germano are the most copious, they will 
form our principal guides. The brief narrative or rather 
panegyric of Nick. de Jamsille,—the work, as Muratori justly 
remarks, of a professed Ghibelline, or partisan of the em- 
peror,—omits many circumstances, from its excessive brevity, 
but contains hardly a single fact in opposition to the authors 
already mentioned.t Epistles and other monuments are to be 
found in abundance in Raynaldi’s continuation of Baronius. 
These authorities unveil to us not a time when refinement 
disguises the woes of man under soft appellations, or pro- 
scribes their very mention from the domestic circle ; but one 
in which these woes stood forth in ghastly nakedness from 
the depths of society; where neither good nor evil was 
ashamed to avow itself: but each in open defiance waged its 
incessant strife, ‘a spectacle to angels and to men.” 

Eight hundred years of Roman sway had not sufficed for 
the fusion of the Italian races into one great nation. The 
Roman empire was the triumph of one city over the world ; 
it modified external forms to its own likeness, but scarcely 
affected the internal structure of society. Naturally sub- 
divided into several districts by the varying sweep of its 
mountains, and being rather conjoined by the ties of Roman 
policy than amalgamated by its influence, Italy found itself 
in nearly the same situation at the close, as it had been at 
the commencement, of Roman greatness. The key-stone of 
the arch had fallen, and all was again in fragments. The 
only essential difference was, that the Italian had lost the 
spirit that had made Rome stoop to the Caudine Forks, and 
that in the social war had taught it to tremble for its existence 
when it was the acknowledged dictator of kings. Even this 
difference was soon obliterated ; and beneath the rude strokes 
of adversity, the olden spirit began to revive. Not in vain 
did Herulian and Goth scourge the Italian into life; not in 
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vain did Lombard, Norman, and Arabian, infuse into the 
native races their own wild energies. Italy, as of old, was 
once more a pent-up volcano, where the fierceness of the 
north, and the keen susceptibilities of the south, acted and 
reacted with ever-increasing violence. The torrent of Huns 
that poured from the Alps in the tenth century added to the 
confusion, not only by its own ravages, but by tearing asun- 
der still more completely the elements of society. Over- 
whelmed in the field, the chiefs took refuge in their mountain 
fortresses, and beheld with indifference the ravage of the 
lains: the people determined to be their own protectors. 
hile some restored the half-ruined towns of the Roman 
empire, others sought inaccessible places, and girt them with 
walls. The love of liberty was awakened: they began to 
struggle no less with their former masters than with the 
infidel invader. The death of a warrior was felt to be pre- 
ferable to the feudal yoke, no less than to foreign slavery. 
The Hun was still sweeping away the riches of the land ; 
the Saracen fleet was ever and anon upon the shores; the 
Crescent gleamed even among the passes of the Alps, and 
almost met the Raven that told of havoc from the north; and 
yet did the struggle go on between vassal and lord, serf and 
burgher, baron and vavassour. The kings of Germany were 
invoked amid the contest, and, allured by the prospect of the 
Italian crown, they summoned their vassals and raised the 
German war-cry amid the Italian strife. Occasionally they 
compelled an acknowledgment of their sovereignty; but, in 
general, their claims were eluded or their power defied. Three 
centuries passed ; centuries of gradual subsidence yet of per- 
petual strife; of heroic virtue and fiendish crime. At the 
commencement of the thirteenth century their exuberant 
energy was not yet exhausted. In the extensive and fertile 
plain which is guarded by the Alpsand Appenines and opens 
only towards the isles of Venice, a confederation of republics 
had arisen which, in love of freedom and martial exploit, 
might compete with ancient Greece. United against a foreign 
enemy, triumphant over the might of Barbarossa, the Lom- 
bard league was yet true to its age: amid the avocations of 
a thriving commerce it never lost its ardour for war. “ Every 
where,” says Hurter, the then Protestant biographer of In- 
nocent III, “ we discover a relish for the military state ; cries 
of joy for victory; or redoubled exertions to wipe away the 
shame of defeat. In the short intervals of peace, we behold 
festive games whose renown was heard afar; and the bland 
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light of the Church encircled as with a halo the calmed spirits 
of men.” 

With the bold republicanism of the north was contrasted 
the stern but imposing feudalism of the south. The Norman 
sceptre was now wielded by the Hohenstauffen race ; but the 
chivalry of the barons, their impatience of restraint, their 
numerous vassals, their gorgeous tournaments, were no less 
conspicuous than under their native kings. In the centre of 
Italy the elements of the north and south often clashed ; but 
there the burghers seldom triumphed, though not unfrequently 
both burghers and nobles defied the temporal authority of 
the popes. 

When all these circumstances are kept in View, we easily 
understand why, amid the reverence and splendour of the 
middle ages, the pontificate should be highest in dignity only 
to be highest in toil and danger. ‘Che Pope felt it his duty 
to arbitrate to prevent enmity and the effusion of blood. This 
custom of arbitration, which was not only acknowledged but 
even spontaneously invoked, became a recognised right, 

In disputes there is often some reason on both sides. It 
consequently happened, that the impartial adjustment of the 
pope gave to neither party the entire prize for which they 
contended ; and thus he often incurred the resentment of one 
or both. If the dispute continued, the same principles of 
justice obliged the pope to advocate the cause of one, and thus 
incur the hostility of the other. Hence it became easy for 
short-sighted or unprincipled men to accuse him of inconsis- 
tency, and even to allege a plausible reason for impeaching 
his intentions. His efforts to obtain peace, thus not unfre- 
quently ended in diverting the contest from others only to 
make it fall upon himself with redoubled fury. His con- 
scientious boldness in enforcing the public duties of the great, 
checking the violence of kings, and defending the oppressed 
of every rank, continually produced the same bitter results, 
The storm which thus arose was often more violent than that 
which it was intended to suppress ; but where principles are 
at stake consequences must be left to Providence. Thus felt, 
thus generally acted the Vicars of Christ : the weak engaged 
with the strong and tyrannical; often threatened, often in 
exile or in chains, they were always struggling, always in- 
vincible. 

Like his predecessors, Innocent III assumed the tiara as 
a warrior assumes his helmet. He laid down for his great 
principle to ‘“ fear God rather than man :” to devote all his 
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energies to make war upon vice, even when decked with the 
pomp of kings. When he was crowned with peacock’s fea- 
thers, he seems to our ideas to dwindle to an empty lover of 
parade. But to men of those earnest times, symbolism, whe- 
ther in minute objects or in the glorious structure of a 
cathedral, was not as now, a body without a soul. Let the 
cold-hearted scoff: whatever can rouse our sluggish nature to 
good is not to be contemned. Not in vain was a golden orb 
placed in the left hand of the emperor at his coronation. Its 
splendour was but external ; its interior was filled with ashes, 
to remind him that held it to what all earthly greatness, to 
what he himself was one day to be reduced. Thus did the 
eyes of the feathery crown remind Innocent of the constant 
vigilance which his office required. Nor was its admonition 
lost ; the abundant tears that Innocent shed during the cere- 
mony “ proved the violence of his emotions.”* 

Soon had he occasion for all his watchfulness and vigour. 
Two injured queens implored his protection. Ermenburga 
had been driven from the palace of her unfeeling husband, 
Philip Augustus of France. Snatched from starvation by 
the charity of the nuns, she was finally imprisoned in one of 
the royal fortresses. Berengaria, the widow of King Richard, 
was the other suppliant. Her brother-in-law, John of Eng- 
land, had unjustly seized her dower. Never did the voice of 
the oppressed appeal to Innocent in vain; but the passions 
of the two kings rendered them deaf to remonstrance. The 
contest with John became absorbed in another for the free- 
dom of ecclesiastical election. His bribes were spurned ; and 
France and England were successively punished with inter- 
dict, the dread of those days of faith. In Spain, the Pope 
had to grapple with similar difficulties. 

Meantime, from encouraging and directing the efforts of 
Christians towards the recovery of the Holy Land, the attention 
of the pope was forcibly recalled to the violences of the Mani- 
chees, or Albigenses, of the South of France. These men were 
not less conspicuous for their general rejection of the Old 
Testament, condemnation of marriage, and belief in a good 
and an evil principle, than for their unanimous and furious 
hatred of the Church. The Abbot of St. Genevieve, writing to 
the Archbishop of Narbonne, who must have known the truth 
or falsehood of his assertions, depicts in mournful colours the 
ruined churches, desolate hearths, and general state of wretch- 
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edness, to which the fury of the Albigenses had reduced the 
south of France. For nearly a century every measure had 
been adopted for their conversion, that either zeal or charity 
could devise. ‘Their numbers however, no less than their 
aggressions, continued to increase. All the unprincipled 
spirits in the neighbourhood, whether heretic or Catholic, 
were glad to join in their plundering excursions. In several 
places the clergy were expelled ; the sanctuaries pillaged and 
turned into stables; and the churches moated and walled, 
and converted into nests of banditti.* Such proceedings 
were more alarming than the sound of war from the distant 
east. The Pope demanded help, and sixty thousand men flew 
to arms. The Crusade, led on by the heroic Montford, 
speedily triumphed ; but the struggle was more than once 
renewed, and long before its close, Innocent had gone to his 
reward. 

. While thus incessantly watching and repressing evil, 
Innocent had been unconsciously rearing and exalting to 
empire one that was to be the scourge of Italy, and the 
reckless enemy of the Church. The dynasty of the Norman 
kings of the two Sicilies had become extinct ; and Henry VI 
of Germany had claimed and seized the vacant throne. At 
his death, his infant son, Frederic, might easily, and even 
justly, have been set aside. Innocent, however, the suzerain 
of the disputed territory, decided in his favour, and on the 
death of the empress his mother, took him under his more 
especial care. Under the tuition of able instructors, the 
young prince became well versed in the languages both of the 
east and west, and in all the knowledge of the period. 

When Frederic was seventeen years of age, Otho, the 
German emperor, was crowned at Rome. Otho determined 
to lose no time to crush the young Frederic, the only male 
representative of the hated race of Hohenstauffens. In 
contempt of the solemn oaths which he had just taken, he 
hurried from the scene of his coronation to the invasion 
of Naples. ‘The interference of the pope, and the revolt of 
the Germans, forced him to abandon his project. 

Assisted by Innocent, with money and troops, Frederic, 
with all the ardour of youth, pursues his rival across the 
Alps (A.D. 1212), and in a few weeks is crowned emperor at 
Aix-la-Chapelle. Humbled by his losses on the field of Bou- 





* Compare Fleur. vol. xv. p. 438, &c. 8vo, with Hurter’s In, III, tom. ii. 
liv. 14, passim. 
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vines, Otho appeared at the council of Lateran, to plead his 
cause against his rival. There were present the patriarchs of 
Constantinople and Jerusalem, and the deputies of those of 
Antioch and Alexandria, seventy-one metropolitans and pri- 
mates, four hundred and twelve other bishops, and more than 
nine hundred abbots and priors. Ambassadors were there 
from almost all the sovereigns and princes, and from many 
of the lords and great cities of Europe; two thousand 
two hundred and eighty-three persons had the right of assist- 
ing its deliberations. ‘ Catholic Rome !” exclaims Innocent, 
“‘ Catholic Rome, appeared with a splendour such as ancient 
Rome in all its greatness could never boast.” The bishop of 
Toledo, by his eloquence and knowledge of languages, gained 
universal applause. To all in general he spoke in Latin; 
but as he turned to each nation in particular, he addressed it 
in its native tongue. 

The cause of Frederic prevailed in the council; and by 
the death of Otho (1218) he became undisputed master of the 
empire. He had already been crowned a second time (1215), 
On that occasion, he and many of his nobles spontaneously 
assumed the cross.* At his departure from Italy he had pro- 
mised Innocent that, in case of success, he would abdicate the 
kingdom of the two Sicilies in favour of hisson. This promise 
he repeated in an epistle to Honorius III, at the time of his 
second coronation. In 1220, he was crowned at Rome b 
Honorius, and swore to maintain the donation of Matilda, 
and to go in person to the Holy Land. 

Forgetting, however, his reiterated promises, he occupied 
himself in affairs that, at any other time, would have been 
worthy of a great prince—the erection at Naples of a palace 
and an university. There is strong ground for believing that 
even at this early period he contemplated the reduction of all 
Italy, and the erection of Naples into the first capital of the 
world. The injustice of the design was lost sight of in its 
dazzling magnitude: expediency, not justice, is too often 
the guide of the ambitious. From the days of Belisarius, the 
title of King of Italy was either merely nominal, or com- 
manded obedience only in the northern districts. Barbarossa, 
the grandfather of Frederic, had resolved to become king, 
and real king, of all Italy. The project was too vast even 
for his gigantic powers. Young and ardent, Frederic II 
thought that he, at least, could achieve the work. After 





* Rich, de St. Germ. ap. Mur. Rer. It. Script. tom. vii. p. 989. 
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thirty years of exertion and crime, the storm which he had 
evoked burst upon himself: he fled from the walls of Parma, 
and perished, it is said, by the hands of his son. 

At present, however, he saw nothing before him but fame 
and empire. The pope reminded him of his repeated oaths, 
and of the urgent necessities of the Christians in Palestine. 
He replied that he had made a truce for three years with the 
Saracens. Well might the pope be surprised at so jong, and 
so unnecessary a delay. It is true that several of Frederic’s 
barons were refractory, and held out in their fortresses against 
one whom they deemed a foreigner and a tyrant; it is true, 
moreover, that the Saracens, who still occupied some parts of 
Sicily, were occasionally troublesome. These, however, were 
transitory difficulties, speedily quelled, and unless wantonly 
provoked, were not likely again to occur. 

In the twelfth and thirteenth centuries men did not regard 
the crusades with that cold philosophy which was the boast 
of the eighteenth. It was to them no trifling matter. The 
Saracens were firmly planted in the south of Europe, while, 
excepting the few spots where the cross still prevailed, their 
banners floated in triumph from their native deserts, to the 
walls of Constantinople. Their hostility to Christians was 
more furious than ever; their thirst for conquest still un- 
slaked. Nor was this the only danger: already the name 
of Jenghis Khan had spread terror from the confines of China 
to those of Europe. Before many years elapsed, Russia be- 
came the prize of his hordes (A.D. 1237); and even the 
shores of the Adriatic were startled by his savage multi- 
tudes. At present this danger was remote and indistinct ; 
but men remembered well the traditions of Dane and Hun; 
and to avert the danger from their own hearths, were eager to 
grapple with the Saracen on the distant shores of the east. 

olicy, valour, romance, and eastern riches, all had their share 
in arraying warriors beneath the standard of the cross; but 
there was another, and a far different feeling, that elevated 
and ennobled, if it did not always purify. The wild son of the 
forest will shed his blood to save the graves of his fathers 
from the polluting tread of the stranger. This feeling burnt 
no less in the breast of Saxon, Frank, Burgundian, and all the 
varied tribes of the German race ; but it was directed to the 
tomb of their common Father—not of an earthly parent, but 
of Him who had been consigned to the tomb, that they might 
one day arise from it in glory and immortality. The feeling 
that was a mere impulse of natural affection, became vivified 
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and hallowed by faith. They went, indeed, to seek adven- 
ture, glory, and booty; they went to beat down Paynim in- 
solence ; they went to the rescue of their oppressed brethren ; 
but more than all, they went to the land where God had had 
“His tabernacle with men;” they went to the spot where 
God had died; they went to rescue from the insulting pre- 
sense of infidels, His holy sepulchre. 

With such a feeling breathing in the strains of trouvére, 
troubadour, and minstrel, the engrossing subject of conver- 
sation in all classes, giving birth to holy thought, and 
earnest prayer, and heroic deed, what wonder that Christen- 
dom was scandalized to see the fatal indolence of the 
a ee of its warriors ? 

n 1213, and again before the pope in 1220, Frederic, as 
we have seen, had solemnly pledged himself to go in person 
to the crusades. Until the death of Otho (1218), and the 
adjustment of the affairs of Germany, he was clearly unable 
to fulfil his engagements. Now month passed after month, 
and still the emperor was at Naples, dishonouring his crown, 
not only by his apathy, but by his abandoned life. 

Honorius reproves his shameful delay—cannot sufficiently 
express his astonishment that he should neglect to fulfil his 
vow, though “ the Lord had given him every facility.” Fre- 
deric dispatches forty triremes, and swears that he will speedily 
follow with another fleet. News arrives of the surrender of 
the Christian army at Damietta. Overwhelmed with grief, 
Honorius writes in mournful language to the emperor, chiding 
him as the cause of the disaster. “‘ What wonder,” continues 
the epistle, ‘if Christian people murmur against us, and 
against you; if they think, and say that we have given you 
license to remain; and hence imputing to us the whole calamity 
that has happened, cease not with unheard-of reproaches to 
harass us and the Roman Church instead of you. We will no 
longer prefer you to our own salvation, and the utility of all 
Christian people ; in truth we will solemnly proclaim you ex- 
communicated as a contemner of your own vow, unless,” &c.* 

Honorius was succeeded by Gregory IX. This aged pre- 
late, when bishop of Ostia, had given Frederic the cross 
(A.D. 1220), and had learned by experience his crafty dispo- 
sition. When Frederic married the daughter of John de 
Brienne, the titular king of Jerusalem, he bound himself to 
the service of the Holy Land, not as an ordinary pilgrim, 
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but as stringently, we are told, as the vowed knights of St. 
John and of the Temple. At the approach of the appointed 
term, he informed the pope that he had not completed his 
preparations, and asked for the indulgence of another period 
of three years. After some demur, the pope granted two ; 
and Frederic “spontaneously” subjected himself to excom- 
munication, if “‘ by any excuse or delay,” he should defer the 
expedition, or refuse to comply with its terms. He was to 
expend 100,000 ounces of gold, and to take two thousand 
knights, and a fleet of one hundred chelanders, or swift-sailing 
vessels, and fifty triremes.* 

The two years were now rapidly closing. August arrives; 
the allotted day is passed; and no expedition has sailed. 
Crusaders had gathered from all parts of Europe; but were 
suffered to pine beneath the burning sun and pestilential 
atmosphere of Brundusium. A frightful distemper broke 
out; and thousands perished. Among the dead were two 
bishops and many nobles. The Landgrave of Thuringia died 
probably of the same disease; but, by common report, he was 
said to have been poisoned by Frederick.t Scared by the 
scenes of death, and panting for water and shade, numbers 
wandered, and died in heaps, among the rocks and woods; 
others returned home in despair; and some, finding the em- 
peror little inclined to embark, extorted an ungracious per- 
mission, and sailed without a leader.t 

August had now passed, and September was drawing to a 
close, when Gregory announced that the emperor had in- 
curred the excommunication to which he had rendered him- 
self liable (1227). ‘The Pope made known to all the princes 
of Europe, the frequent promises and frivolous excuses of 
Frederic; and at the same time declared that the only 
reason why he had not interfered to check his contempt for 
the rights of the poor and his encroachments upon those of 
the Church, was his fear of interrupting the business of the 
crusades. 

Frederic was not silent : but sent a reply to all the Chris- 
tian princes. It is, however, remarkable, that while the Pope 
enumerated his charges in detail, Frederic’s defence was no 
more than a general denial and a vague charge against the 
popes of avarice and ambition. § 





* See Ep. of Greg. IX, ap. Wend. and Sigonius De Reg, Ital. lib. xvii. ap. 


Sig. Op. tom. ii. p. 926. 
i Raynold. an. 1227. t Ep. of Greg. = Wend. an 1228. 
See their Ep. in Rayn. or. Wend. and his copyist. Matt. Par. 
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' Although the Pope excused himself for not having checked 
the ambition of Frederic, he had on several occasions been 
obliged to speak. The emperor had banished several bishops 
for trifling and even imaginary offences, and thrust others 
into their places, without regard to the laws of the Church. 
If he could rebel with impunity against even these laws, he 
was still amenable to those of feudalism. He was well aware, 
—he himself had acknowledged in the most ample terms,— 
that Sicily was a fief of the Holy See.* A fief, as is well 
known, is land held on certain conditions during good beha- 
viour. It presupposes attachment and protection between 
both lord and vassal ; it was given under the solemn triple 
form of homage, fealty, and investiture; and was forfeited 
by treason or the refusal to discharge its essential obligations. 

Now, suppose it were granted that for the appointment of 
bishops, the permission of the secular power was necessary : 
whose permission must it be? That of the chief lord, or of 
each landholder in the bishopric? Not the latter; such a 
claim does not seem to have been dreamt of in the days of 
feudalism. It must then have been that of the former. Now 
who was chief lord of the Two Sicilies? The Pope; as 
Frederic himself acknowledged. According to the supposi- 
tion, then, which we have laid down, and waiving for the 
moment the rights and canons of the Church, the permission 
of the Pope, and the Pope only, was necessary for the elec- 
tion of the bishops. The claim of Frederic to such a right was 
as unreasonable as if, in England, the Earl of Kent were to 
have claimed in preference to the king, the power of ratify- 
ing or annulling the appointment of the bishop of Rochester, 
or of the archbishop of Canterbury. j; 

It was not, however, the illegality or absurdity, it was 
the irreligion of Frederic’s practices, that called for the de- 
nunciations of the Pope; it was not merely that he usurped 
the right of nomination, it was that he kept the sees vacant, 
to obtain for himself those revenues which were appropriated 
to the support of the Church and the poor. “Is it possible,” 
exclaims the pontiff, “‘ that you aspire to imitate your fore- 
fathers, whom a jealous God so intercepted in His provi- 
dence, that besides yourself hardly one of their race sur- 
oat The warning was disregarded, but was almost literally 
ulfilled. 





* See his express and repeated declaration in an epistle to the pope, ap. 
Rayn, ann, 1215, vol. xx, p. 38. + Ap. Rayn. ann, 1221, p. 494. 
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Another remonstrance had been called forth by the injus- 
tice of Frederic’s officers and by his own ambiguous conduct. 
Berthold, son of the former Duke of Spoletto, and Gonzalini, 
dapifer or steward of the imperial court, invade the Pope’s 
territory of Spoleto. The emperor swears that it has been 
done without his orders, and commands them to return. As 
they still continued their invasion, the complaints of the 
Pope are renewed. The emperor repeats his protestations, 
and to prove his sincerity, sends Gonzalini himself with the 
legate to see that right was done. No matter; Gonzalini 
still refuses obedience. It was the Pope’s conviction that 
this could not have happened without the commands, or at 
least the connivance, of Frederic. Gonzalini would not have 
dared to disobey, or his master would have taken a speedy 
vengeance ; for Frederick was not one to brook an insult, or 
to tolerate the slightest symptom of disregard to his autho- 
rity. To the Pope’s astonishment, he replies with excuses, 
protestations, and oaths; but he inflicted no punishment 
upon a vassal whom he thus stigmatized as a rebel.* What 
confirms the suspicion of Frederic’s duplicity is, that the 
people of Spoleto complained soon after to the Pope, that 
they had received a summons from the emperor to attend his 
court in Lombardy, as if they owed him service.+ 

Thus far the words of the Pope had been few and sparing ; 
but it was now time to be no longer silent. He reproved the 
emperor for his breach of faith towards many of his nobles ; 
for his oppression of the poor; for his disregard of the 
Church’s censures ; and for his expulsion of the Archbishop 
of Tarento from his see without any apparent cause. Frederic, 
however, continued his career, and was placed under an in- 
terdict (Maundy Thursday, 1228). Wherever he appeared, 
the bells were hushed ; the chaunt ceased; the church doors 
were closed. He might affect to scoff, but he feared the 
consequences; he feared that sentence of forfeiture of his 
fief might follow; he feared that his subjects would rise 
against him as a rebel to his suzerain ; he feared his father- 
in-law, John de Brienne, whom he had forced to surrender 
his claim to the crown of Jerusalem, and who was now the 
governor of the papal states. He began to hesitate; for 
awhile he excited the turbulence of some of the Romans; 
but his crafty policy overcame at length his thirst for imme- 
diate revenge. To the surprise of every one, he suddenly 
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embarks for the Holy Land. He left, however, the greater 
part of his army in Italy, and, instead of conducting to 
Palestine a hundred and fifty vessels, he took but forty 
galleys.* 

This precipitate departure, with a force so comparatively 
small, and after so long a delay, can hardly be accounted for 
without impeaching the motives of the emperor. His par- 
tisans, however, allege that the delay was caused by his fear 
of the Lombards.t But what fears? The Lombards had 
remained quiet till aroused by his own injustice. He had 
refused to acknowledge their right of contracting mutual 
alliance, though such right had been acknowledged by Bar- 
barossa, Henry VI, and Otho IV. Exasperated no less than 
alarmed by his menaces, the towns deputed representatives to 
a general conference, renewed their league, and repelled with 
defiance the threats of the emperor. The Pope mediated 
and procured a pacification. 

He that could thus renew, could doubtless preserve peace. 
Frederic knew well that in his absence his lands would be 

arded by the influence of the Church,—an influence which 
the Lombard league was seldom known to resist. What, on 
the other hand, is the time that Frederic selects for his de- 

arture? Is it when the Lombards are helpless or pacified ? 

t is when they have been embittered by his frequent hos- 
tilities ; when his aggressions have created enemies in all 
parts of Italy ; when he has raised such disturbances in Rome 
itself as compelled the Pope to quit his capital. He departs 
when he had aggravated to the utmost the Italian jealousy 
of the foreigner, and when all that wanted a pretext for 
humbling his power could accomplish their purpose with 
every appearance of justice. Where was now his fear of the 
Lombards? Another reason must be discovered to account 
for his delay; from all circumstances, it appears to have 
been no other than that he had taken the cross for his pre- 
sent expediency, and trusted to future events for an excuse 
to elude his vow. 

He goes, however, at length, as if to fulfil his vow, though 
he does not comply with half its conditions; he goes to 
mingle with the soldiers of the Church, though he is under 
the bann of the Church; he goes, therefore, without that 
protection of the Church which could secure his dominions 





* And. Dand. Chron. Ven. ap. Mur. 
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from insult. Yet Frederic was neither unwise nor rash: he 
did not go without a design. What could that design be ? 
Was it not to raise a war that would be a sufficient excuse 
for an early departure from the Holy Land, and that might 
end in the subjugation of Italy? Whatever his motives, he 
had scarcely landed in Palestine than he began to treat for 
peace with the Sultans of Babylon* and Damascus. The 
latter rejected his offers ; his messengers to the former were 
frequently insulted and plundered. Yet he continued the 
negotiations ; sent him his own coat of mail, helmet, and 
sword,—‘*‘ the sword,” exclaims Pagi,f “ which had lain on 
the tomb of St. Peter.” The Patriarch of Jerusalem, whose 
long epistle to the Pope throws much light on these transac- 
tions, informs his holiness that he had received intelligence 
from a quarter on which he could depend, that the person that 
bore the imperial presents, bore likewise the message that he 
might do with the emperor whatever he pleased, for that 
Frederic was determined never more to arm against him. 

When at last the negotiation was making progress, Frederic 
called four of the chiefs, pleaded his poverty, and asked their 
opinion of the treaty, and in particular of the offer of Jeru- 
salem. They replied, that, if he could fortify and keep the 
city, it would be well to accept the offer. The Magistri 
Domorum, and the Bishops of Winchester and Exeter, were 
likewise called ; but refused to give an opinion till they had 
consulted the patriarch. The emperor replied that he had 
no need of their opinion ; and made the treaty upon his own 
authority. It was concluded for ten years. Frederic in- 
duced the Germans to give it their applause ; but the other 
nations were ominously silent. The treaty made no stipula- 
tion for Christians, or the Church: it was merely a conven- 
tion between Frederic and the Sultan of Babylon. In his 
epistle to Henry III of England, the former boasts of the 
extensive possessions that had been ceded to him. His in- 
sincerity, however, is too gross for much reliance to be placed 
on his words ; and it is certain that of his vaunted posses- 
sions, none passed into the hands of the Christians but the 
wreck of Jerusalem.§ 

To the indignation of many a bold warrior, the army was 
escorted on its way to the Holy City by the purchased sci- 
mitars of the infidels. On their arrival, the Crusaders were 
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anxious to rebuild the walls. Frederic deferred the question 
to another day; and on that very day, to the astonishment 
of every one, left Jerusalem. The Christians hastened after 
him, and promised all possible help in raising the defences, 
He evaded their pursuit, and hurried so rapidly to Joppa, that 
he out-stripped his followers, and arrived there almost alone. 
Before his departure, his conduct became outrageous: he 
plundered the clergy; caused some Franciscans and Domi- 
nicans to be dragged from the pulpits and scourged through 
the town; attacked and besieged the Templars for several 
days. Of the arms that had been furnished by John de 
srienne and others, for the defence of the Holy Land, and 
of the warlike engines, some he carried off, some he gave 
to the sultan, and the remainder, as well as the triremes upon 
the coast, he destroyed.* After vainly endeavouring to 
entice away even the Teutonic knights, he embarked for 
Italy, amid the execrations of the Christians. On_ his 
voyage, he stopped at Cyprus, invited the king and his court 
to an entertainment, and threw them into chains. 

Such was the issue of an expedition that had raised to 
the highest pitch the expectations of all Europe. Every 
country had sent forth its host; England alone had mar-. 
shalled forty thousand warriors.t Yet what was the result ? 
A pompous entrance into a town which had not been won, 
and could not be maintained. Jerusalem left as it was found, 
a wide ruin, without a bulwark to check the inroads of the 
sultan of Damascus. What was all this, what was the article 
that yielded Jerusalem, but a mockery on the part of his 
enemies, a piece of folly and parade on his own? The 
sultan of Damascus was nephew of the ruler of Egypt, and 
therefore probably connived at the farce, as the readiest 
means of getting rid of his enemy. Surely nothing more is 
necessary to prove how glorious, how enviable was the renown 
of Barbarossa’s grandson, 

In his epistles to Henry III and other princes, Frederic 
laboured to remove the odium which, as he was well aware, 
he had universally incurred. He alleged the distrust of the 
Hospitallers, and the number of the enemy. But had he 
given no cause for distrust? When he first landed in Pales- 
tine, the Hospitallers were among the foremost to welcome 
his arrival; ‘‘ they adored him and kissed his knees,” in the 





* See various epist. ap. Rayn. ann. 1229. 
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excess of their joy.* If distrust had afterwards arisen, had 
he done nothing to excite it? Could he not have removed it 
at once by a prompt and hearty combination for the over- 
throw of the enemy? If he feared the united array of the 
Saracens, why did he not seize the opportunity while they 
were scattered over the country in several camps, and while 
their chiefs were all but at open war, to fall upon them sepa- 
rately, and rout them in succession? The land was still 
ringing with the exploits of the “lion-hearted” Richard,— 
exploits achieved in the very midst of the Saracen host, when 
the infidels were united,—when their leader was the re- 
doubted Saladin. Had Christian prowess degenerated? Did 
they now begin to count the numbers of their enemies? or 
was Frederic himself faint-hearted? The knights clamoured 
for battle. Frederic had long ago proved himself no coward. 
What, then, could be the motive of his conduct but treachery 
to the cause, and a desire to escape the punishment of per- 
jury by complying with the form, while he eluded the real 
object of his vow ! 

Frederic had committed the regency of his Italian do- 
minions to Raynaldo. If we are to believe Arago’st account, 
this nobleman emulated and even surpassed the cruelty of 
his master. He did not content himself with expelling the 
clergy, but imprisoned them, deprived them of sight, and put 
them to death. Weary of executions, he bursts with fire and 
sword into the March of Ancona. Having been admonished 
to no purpose by the pope, he is excommunicated. Troops 
arrive from France to the help of the holy see, but are sent 
back with thanks. John of Jerusalem leads the papal troops 
against the invader, while Pandulf enters Campania, over- 
throws the imperial forces, and takes all the castles and 
towns as far as Capua. This twofold attack compels Ray- 
naldo to return to the defence of his regency.} 

Frederic at length arrives; and after a succession of 
victories and defeats, tenders his submission. He agrees to 
make restitution to the churches and monasteries, and to the 
adherents of the pope; to restore the bishops; to preserve 
inviolate the rights of the churches and of the holy see; and 
to compensate the invasion and the expenses of the war with 
100,000 ounces of gold. He visits the pope; receives, as if 
by a new infeudation, the lands which he had lost, and all 
seems to speak well for the future.t 


* Wend, ann. 1228, t¢ Ap. Mur, tom. iii. p. 575, &e. 
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That future, however, was far from being tranquil. The 
next nine or ten years was a series of insidious aggressions 
or open outrage, against both the Lombard cities and the 
States of the Church. Everywhere, says the Universal His- 
tory, the Ghibellines, the partisans of the emperor, strove to 
expel the Guelphs, and at Perugia, Perouse devoted them to 
destruction. ‘The pope deputed one of the cardinals, and 
at last went in person, to terminate a contest in which 
fathers were armed against their sons, and sons against their 
fathers.”* Scarcely had tranquillity been restored in one 
piace, when it was disturbed in another. Men scarcely knew 

ow or why, but the war-cry suddenly arose, blood flowed, 
and then all again was still. 

When once faction has become organized against faction, 
and opposition has ripened into hatred, a mere suspicion will 
sometimes enkindle the flames of war. These causes, how- 
ever, were not quick enough for Frederic’s impatience. 
Money, he was aware, is the sinews of war, and money he 
was determined to have; and knew but too well how to em- 
ploy, not so much in open war, as in secret mischief. In the 
chronicles of the time, we have but imperfect glances into his 
proceedings. We see enough, however, to form some idea 
of the reality,—enough to teach us the harsh nature of his 
government, and to make us shrink with horror from its later 
scenes. 

In Apulia we hear of the justiciary being torn “limb from 
limb” by an enraged multitude. The chronicler tells us that 
this was done by “the emperor’s enemies.”t That these 
enemies were his own injured subjects, we may conclude from 
the fact of there being no mention of any hostile party in 
the neighbourhood, and still more from the fact that a late 
justiciary, Peter de Vignes, the emperor’s favourite, and at 
last his victim, wrung from the Apulians no less a sum, it is 
declared, than ten thousand pounds of gold.{ Supposing, 
however, that the justiciary suffered from the vengeance of 
the Guelphs, we have no means whatever of accounting for the 
disturbances in other places, but from the supposition of local 
oppression. Every now and then some castle or town rebels, 
is besieged, and destroyed: every now and then some feuda- 
tory is summoned to Frederic’s court, stripped of his pos- 
sessions, and, in some cases, punished with death. The 
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oppression of Richard de Montenegro, the justiciary of Sicily, 
provokes a dangerous rebellion in Messana.* The very de- 
mands of the people, and the promised concessions of the 
emperor, tell amply the real state of things: the exactions 
on the various kinds of trades and professions—tanners, fish- 
ermen, fruit-sellers, wine-merchants, and cthers—were to be 
greatly reduced, or altogether abolished, conformably to “‘ the 
ancient custom ;” and courts were to be erected, to check 
the rapacity of the royal officers. 

His oppression was not confined to individuals, but em- 
braced at once entire districts. He ejected the inhabitants 
of Luceria. Ofsome of the deserted houses and part of the 
cathedral he erected a palace; nearly all the rest of the city 
he gave to a colony of Saracens.t ‘These infidels he is said 
to have transplanted from Sicily. He made a distinction be- 
tween them and his Christian subjects remarkably similar to 
that “‘ Presentment of Englishry,” by which William the Con- 
queror distinguished his Norman soldiers from the vanquished 
and trampled Saxons: if a Saracen was slain, even in the act 
of aggression, the slayer was put to death, or the whole 
neighbourhood punished ; if a Christian dies by the hand of 
a Saracen, redress is out of the question. It would appear 
that it was to please these infidels that Frederick seized, 
despoiled, and imprisoned the nephew of the sovereign of 
Tunis, when hastening to Rome to receive baptism. To the 
Pope’s remonstrances Frederic gave the satisfactory reply, 
that he had arrested the prince as a punishment for having 
allowed himself to be suborned to Christianity! The Pope 
had already been greatly blamed for not having sufficiently 
checked the abandoned career of Frederic. Now he deter- 
mined to refrain no longer ; he enumerates the emperor’s acts 
of oppression, and especially his simoniacal retention of the 
bishoprics, and pronounces against him the sentence of ex- 
communication (A.D. 1239). 

Frederic now set no bounds to his fury. While the poorer 
classes were ground to the dust and deluded with promises 
that were seldom observed, the barons were not exempted 
from the iron grasp of royal exorbitance. Probably, being 
mostly of Norman blood, they could ill brook the tyranny of 
their German ruler. In addition to this, however, they had 
assisted the Pope to quell the revolt of some of his vassals ; 





* R. de. St. Ger. p. 1030, &e. t Ib. 
t Compare Chron, And. Dan. (ap. M, tom. xii, p. 343) with Card. 
M. tom, ili, p. 583, 
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this was a piece of presumption that could not be forgiven ; 
the gibbet and the sword, fire, famine, and the waves, rapidl 
thinned their ranks. Even ladies were tortured till they 
purchased exemption by revealing their treasures.* He had 
already seized the chief part of the possessions of the Tem- 
plars and Hospitallers; but in a treaty with the holy see had 
promised restitution. Instead of complying with the treaty, 
he now seized all that he had hitherto spared. Wo to the 
bishop that dared to warn the tyrant of his duty. Frederic 
thought little of getting rid of such unpleasant monitors and 
taking possession of their revenues. If they were not yet 
silenced, exile or death awaited them.t When Gregory pub- 
lished the sentence of excommunication, Frederic did not 
make even this distinction; all were involved in one common 
persecution. The Bishop of Catana, Chancellor of Sicily, 
the Archbishop of Tarento, the guardian and instructor of 
his youth, and five other bishops, he drove into poverty and 
exile. The Dean of Militenses he drowned on some trifling 
suspicion. The Archbishop of Naples and others he de- 
stroyed by the hardships of a dungeon. Nickolas archdeacon of 
Messana, he burnt. The Pope’s notary, the archdeacon of Sa- 
lernum, and a multitude of the clergy, he despoiled and ban- 
ished. The famous monastery of “Cassino,” where lay 
the blessed body of Benedict, could not escape his fury. It 
belonged by direct dominion to the holy see, and enjoyed 
many privileges, conferred both by popes and emperors. No 
matter; its monks were expelled, its castles seized, its lands 
pillaged, its vassals plundered : the vestments were made a 
spoil, and even the gold and silver vessels of the altar were 
desecrated to the service of the table. Frederic seized upon 
the revenues of the churches which he had thus rendered 
vacant, expending them in the erection of fortresses, and in 
the gratification of illicit pleasures.+ 

From these numerous exactions and confiscations money 
poured into the royal treasury, and scattered the seeds of dis- 
cord in many a tranquil city, or changed the commotion that 
already existed into a scene of carnage. He could now pay 
the thousands of Saracens, whose mortal enmity of Christians 
he let loose upon the Lombard and Roman states, and whose 
cruelty he glutted, by allowing them to torture at will their 
prisoners of war. 





* Card. Ar. ap. M. tom. iii. p. 584. T Ib. passim, 
t Card. de Ar, vol. iii. p. 583, 
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While Gregory was mediating peace among the various 
states, and before he had pronounced the sentence of excom- 
munication, Frederic was engaged in promoting discord in 
Rome itself. More than once the gates of his capital were 
closed against the Pope. The rebels even attempted, and but 
for the gallantry of the people of Viterbo, would not have 
failed to drive him from his dominions, On this occasion 
Frederic occupied and again relinquished the patrimony of 
St. Peter. In violation of a recent peace (1235), he again in- 
duced Frangipane, an old abettor of his, and Cincio, one of the 
senate, to seize the walls and gates of Rome, in the absence 
of the Pope (1236). On the appearance of his holiness the 
people indignantly flew to arms, stormed the Capitol, ex- 
pelled the traitor, and issuing from the gates escorted Gregory 
to his palace with wreaths and songs of victory. It almost 
seemed as if some conqueror was renewing the wonted tri- 
umphs of ancient Rome (1237). Indeed it was a conqueror, 
but one who fought for “no earthly prize.”* 

It is wearisome to follow in detail the conduct of Frederic, 
To such a degree did he strive to debauch the Roman loyalty, 
that according to Arago’s statement he offered his gold 
by public proclamation. Depending on the party which he 
could not command, he had already summoned deputies to 
Lombardy from (1238) all parts of Italy, as if he was its ac- 
knowledged lord.t 

Implored by the pope, the Genoese and Venetians hush 
their quarrels, and with fleets bearing the standards of both 
nations, become at once the warriors of the pope, and the 
champions of Italian freedom.{ All Italy is arriving; the 
Lombards concentrate their strength; the Romans receive 
the cross, and animate one another to the defence of the 
city. Nor were their preparations unnecessary: Frederic 
thunders for three successive days beneath their walls. 
Baffled in his attempt, he expends his fury in the torture of 
his prisoners and the ravage of the country. 

Disastrous tidings arrive from Palestine, and Gregory de- 
termines to call a general council. For this Frederic himself 
had asked. Scarcely, however, had the prelates received 
Gregory's summons, when they received threatening letters 
from the emperor, withdrawing his promise of a safe conduct. 
Many, however, determined to brave his displeasure, and em- 





* Ar. p. 582. Rich. de St. Greg. p. 1037. f Ib. pp. 1030-37 (1236.) 
t And. Daud. Chron. ap. M. tom, 12. 
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barked at Genoa under the protection of a fleet. The ships 
of Frederic and the Pisans suddenly issue from the Arno, 
defeat the Genoese, and capture the greater part of the 
bishops. Chained in frightful dungeons and pining with 
hunger, few but the French prelates ever again beheld their 
homes.* That the French were more favoured than the rest 
was not owing to Frederic’s mercy: St. Louis their king de- 
manded their release. The emperor replied that they had 
been scheming against him. St. Louis declared that he was 
astonished at the refusal; that the letters of the captives 
had convinced him of their innocence ; and that “ the realm 
of France is not so far tamed as to obey your spurs.” The 
emperor understood the hint, and, much “ against his will,” 
complied.t 

This rapid succession of evil tidings, added to the weight 
of a hundred years, reduced the energetic pontiff to his grave. 
His successor, Celestine IV, reigned but a few days. All this 
time Frederic had remained encamped in the neighbourhood 
of Rome. Great was the exultation displayed by his courtiers 
when Innocent IV, the friend of the emperor, was now upon 
the papal throne (June 25, 1243). In his congratulatory 
letters, Frederic familiarly wrote to the pope, that from “an 
old friend” he had become ‘a new father.” Negotiations for 
peace immediately began. Innocent remembered that the 
“friendship of this world is the enemy of God,” and de- 
termined, at any sacrifice, to forego the offers of the emperor, 
rather than yield what he knew he ought to retain. He de- 
manded that Frederic should liberate the prelates, clergy, 
and laity, whom he had seized on their way to the council ; and 
that he should clear himself of the accusations of Gregory IX. 
On the other hand, Innocent promised that if the Church 
had injured him, it would make satisfaction, according 
to the judgment of the bishops and princes assembled in 
general council, in some place of security. Astonished at so 
unexpected an answer, Frederic burst into a fit of passion ; 
blocked up the roads to the city ; and cut off all communica- 
tion with the princes and people beyond the Alps. Some friar- 
minors attempted to carry despatches to the pope, and being 
taken, were hanged. The Italians in many places fly to arms, 
Those of Viterbo take their citadel from the emperor's party, 





* Card. Ar. ap. M. p. 583, &c. Frat. Nich. Vit. In. ap. M. tom. p. 592. Pag. 
Brev. Ges. vol, il. p. 164. ; 
t Ges, St, L. ap. Duchesne, tom. v. p. 336. 
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and attack and overthrow the emperor himself. Frederic 
thought it time to submit, and swears to abide by the pope’s 
judgment with respect to all injuries offered to Church or 
Churchmen. 

That Frederic, on the plea that it was injurious to himself, 
did not intend to keep his oath, was asserted by Innocent ; 
and the assertion was corroborated by Matthew of Paris, 
who declares that the emperor, “‘ urged on by the goads of 
pride, began to repent that he had bound himself to the 
Church, as above mentioned, and began to lay snares for the 
pope’s heel.” He adds, the pope did not trust himself to the 
emperor or his party, because, ‘‘ comparing the future with 
the past, he knew them all.” Innocent goes to Castellion, 
to treat with the emperor. The latter demanded to be ab- 
solved before anything else. Moreover the latter only wanted 
to lull him into security, and was preparing to seize his 
person; the pope escaped with difficulty to Sutrium. Departing 
from thence at dusk, he toiled all night long amongst moun- 
tains, rocks, and forests; from thence, after many dangers, 
he reached Genoa. His fatigues and alarm brought on a 
serious illness, which prevented him from reaching Lyons 
till December. A general council was immediately sum- 
moned. There were present three patriarchs, one hundred 
and forty bishops and archbishops, many deputies of absent 
prelates, a great concourse of abbots, priors, &c. 

Among the secular princes were Baldwin Emperor of Con- 
stantinople, Raymund Count of Toulouse, kings of France 
and England. The great object of the council, as mentioned 
in the decree for its meeting, as well as in the opening dis- 
course, was to consider the state of the crusades and the case 
of Frederic. In the second session, some of the bishops, 
particularly those of Spain, complained of Frederic, and 
animated the pontiff to take decisive measures in his regard. 
The emperor's ambassador tried to defend his master, and 
at last begged for a delay that he might come himself, being 
already at Turin. A delay till the 17th was granted, “ not 
without great inconvenience.*” No Frederic came. After 
some other business about the crusades and the rights of 
England, the question recurred to Frederic. Thadeus, his 
ambassador, was far from denying the right of the council, 
but appealed in his name to a future pope and general 
council. To this subterfuge Innocent replied that this coun- 
cil was general. The sentence of deposition and excommuni- 





* Bern. Guid, p. 592, E. 




















1844. ] in the Thirteenth Century. 5] 


cation against Frederic and his abettors was then read before 
the whole synod. The “Te Deum” was next intoned, and 
the council was dissolved. The council had already taken 
= in the cause of Frederic, some by complaining against 

im, all by assigning time in which he was to appear. Can 
it be said then, that the act of reading the deposition was 
nothing to do with the council? that they merely heard it 
as indifferent spectators? After all they had done, what can 
their silence be called but an act of consent ?* 

For awhile Frederic carried on a desperate struggle with 
the Italian states. Defeated at Parma, he “ goes into Apulia; 
and he that surpassed all the emperors from Charlemagne in 
riches, power, and glory, being oppressed with a sore distem- 
per, dies, carrying with him nothing but his sins.”t William 
de Padio tells us that on his death-bed Frederic was struck 
with remorse, and forbade his corpse to be honoured with an 
imperial funeral, or that there should be any mourning for 
one that had been so rebellious to the Church.t 

When Frederic was dead, his son Conrad exercised every 
species of atrocity against the clergy and the laity of every 
age and condition. Innocent determined to have no such 
vassal in his fief, and offered the crown to Charles of Anjou, 
and then to Edmund, son of Henry II]. Urban IV, finding 
that Henry and his son did not and could not observe their 
promise, gave the fief to Charles of Anjou. 

Innocent had long before departed. His pontificate, began 
at Rome while Frederic’s army was blocking up every out- 
let, is continued in the midst of alarms, of exile, and of the 
labours of a general council. Once more in Italy, and study- 
ing peace, he is surrounded with the din of armed Saracens, 
when Manfred as yet refused the oath of fealty. At last he 





* On this point Pagi says, that some have denied the participation of the 
council because the words “Sacro presente concilio,” are added, instead of 
“Sacro approbante concilio ;” but he observes, such titles and explanations are 
often inserted by copiers. Besides, what did Innocent read before he pro- 
nounced the sentence? “We, therefore, having held beforehand deliberate 
consultation with our brethren and the sacred courcil, show the forementioned 

rince to be deprived by the lord... and, by our sentence, deprive him of all 

onour and dignity for his aforesaid innumerable and abominable excesses.” 
Matt. Paris says, “ Our lord, the pope, therefore, and the prelates assisting at 
the council, with lighted tapers, fulminated terribly against the said Frederic, 
who is now no longer to be termed emperor,” &c. Paris speaks clearly of “all 
the prelates deposing the emperor.” Nicholas de Curbio (Vit. Inn. c. xiv) says, 
that not only did all the prelates approve the sentence of deposition ; but put 
to the instrument their names and seals. 

t And. Dandulo Chron. ¢. vi. part 42, ap. Mur. tom. xii. p. 359. 

t Ap. Pagi Brev. Ges. tom, ii. p. 181. 
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seems to have attained one great object : he enters the king- 
dom of Naples in peace, and is welcomed by its nobles and 
people. Manfred, with the rest, had sworn to obey his com- 
mands, and held his bridle as he entered Capua. A few days 
after, Manfred murders a feudatory of the holy see, collects 
the Saracens of Luceria, and makes a sudden and murderous 
onslaught upon part of the pope’s army. Grief added to the 
infirmities of age, and thus closing his career as it had begun, 
Innocent quitted this scene of strife in December 1254. 

Before many years had elapsed, he was followed to the 
tomb by the whole race of Hohenstauffen. Frederic II had 
departed in 1250. Henry was murdered soon after, it is 
said, by his brother Conrad. The latter dies in 1254. Man- 
fred is slain on the field of Benevento (1266), and Conradin, 
the son of Conrad, dies on the scaffold in that Naples which, 
twenty years before was Frederic’s favourite abode (1269). 
This extinction of so illustrious a family recalls to us the 
warning of Honorius, who reminded Frederic, in the begin- 
ning of his career, that he was the only survivor of his race, 
and bade him not imitate his fathers’ crimes, lest he should 
be involved in their punishment. 

Such were the eventful scenes that engrossed the attention 
of the Holy See during the whole period of the real history 
of Matthew of Paris. Knowing what was occurring at 
Rome, we shall be better able to judge of the decisions that 
were issuing from the centre of Christendom, as well as of 
those distant occurrences that were more or less connected 
with the Holy See. The consideration of these two classes 
of transactions will require much detail, and though they can 
be fairly judged only in reference to the state of things at 
Rome,they are not essentially involved in our present question. 

That question is, whether we are justified in assigning 
avarice and ambition as the main-springs of papal affairs. 
In the prolonged contest between the popes and Frederic IT, 
there can, we think, be little or no doubt that Frederic 
had no justifiable reason for deferring the fulfilment of his 
vow. He acted as one that cared not how often he renewed 
what he had no intention of observing. 

He invokes excommunication upon himself: still fails in his 
solemn promise ; again invokes excommunication, if he does 
not, within a fixed time, comply, according to his own words, 
‘** without excuse or delay.” How could he then complain, if, 
when the time had elapsed, the excommunication was pro- 
nounced? A bargain between man and man, if broken, is 
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ie gg by the law; a treaty between state and state, if 
roken, is punished by the sword: a treaty between the 
Church and an individual is surely as binding: its infraction 
is surely no less deserving of punishment, than either of the 
former. If then the Church exclude from its communion 
one who is the scandal of its children, does it exceed the 
bounds of right and justice? Is he that is its instrument, in 
uttering its censures, to be branded, for this fact only, as 
unjust, ambitious, and tyrannical ? 

The popes are men; and, like other men, are liable in their 
earthly rule to fall into error. Remembering then the com- 
mon frailty of humanity, and keeping our eyes on the facts 
of the contest between the popes and Frederic IT, we may 
occasionally, think that the former were carried away by the 
heat of the struggle, or carried their pretensions beyond what 
the customs of the age allowed, but, in the main, where was 
the fault—in Frederic or the popes? Who played the 
tyrant? Who invaded the rights of his barons, the customs 
of the middle-classes, the charters of traders, and privileges 
of the monasteries ; who oppressed with taxes, and punished 
complaint with fire and sword? Who set at naught that 
feudal system, to which he owed the kingdom of the Two 
Sicilies, who sought what had never belonged to him and his 
—the kingdom of Italy? Who attacked his feudal lord, and 
when his treason was pardoned, strove to hurl him from his 
throne? Had the pope suffered him to proceed, would he 
have complied with his duty either as a chief lord, a ruler, or a 
pontiff? When Damietta fell, what was the cry throughout 
Christendom? That it was the pope’s fault by not com- 
pelling Frederic to keep his vow. What then might they not 
have said, and justly, if the pope, the chief lord of the Sicilies, 
had suffered his vassal to riot in oppression, to which that 
of the infamous John Lackland is not to be compared? What 
if the pope, the sovereign of the ecclesiastical states, allowed 
his own subjects, to be left open to the inroads of Frederie’s 
blood-thirsty Saracens, no less than to the confusion produced 
by Frederic’s gold? What if a state, not the least power- 
ful in Italy, idly looked on while the independence of the rest 
was crumbling beneath the assaults of the empire? What 
if the pontiff, the recognized peacemaker, whose fiat had so 
often stopped the effusion of blood, had refused to exert 
his powers—had shrunk from a contest that has justly been 
termed the strife of the “‘ Titans and gods,” and, terrified at the 
din and suffering of the battle, had silently sat down and 
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permitted tyranny to stalk unchecked along its bloodstained 
path? We cannot avoid the conclusion, in which, on this 
occasion at least, any impartial reader will agree with us, that 
the popes fought the battles of justice, humanity, and free- 
dom; that their opponent was a tyrant whom it was mercy 
to the human race to disarm. 

As well might we stigmatize as avaricious the man that 
has lost his estates, and begs from his friends the means of 
subsistence: as well too might we brand him with inordinate 
ambition, if he sought, by all the legal means and customary 
resources of his times, to recover what he had lost. His 
importunity for assistance might annoy his friends ; his im- 
portunity for justice might annoy his enemies; but should 
we be right in judging from the complaints of his friends, or 
the calumnies of his enemies, that he was either avaricious or 
ambitious ? 

Exactly such was the position of the popes. The rights of 
the Church were invaded; they craved the help of its chil- 
dren. Innocent was driven from his see in the cause, and in 
the Council of Lyons he appealed to the justice, not only of 
the assembled bishops, but to that of the assembled princes 
of all Christendom. 

Their importunity may seem too great; their agents 
might sometimes have hecome oppressive ; but these were only 
some of those abuses to which all earthly things are liable ; 
while in the essential facts, in the conduct of the popes them- 
selves, where is there room for a deliberate judgment, that 
their actions were the result of avaricious, or ambitious, 
much less tyrannical projects ? 

For the present then we leave it to the candour of our 
readers to say, so far as we have yet proceeded, whether the 
outery of papal avarice, and papal tyranny, is founded upon 
fact, and how far the popes were real tyrants, how far they 
were the protectors of the weak, the poor, and the oppressed ? 
Strange it is that the outcry against them should proceed 
only from the rich and mighty; and that the strong cry of 
the poor should so loudly and so constantly appeal to their 
assistance: the poor and the oppressed may crave the for- 
bearance, but they seldom ask for the help, of the tyrannical 
and the avaricious. 
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Art. IX.—The Star of Attéghei, The Vision of Schwartz, 
and other Poems. By Frances Brown, London: 1844. 


HERE never was a nation that had not its poets and po- 

_ etry. In poetry we must seek the earliest records of every 
people, and however fabulous its narrative may be, the rude 
and unpolished way in which the exploits of the warrior are 
celebrated, is pregnant with instruction for the philosopher 
and the historian. It is the first light which shines amid the 
darkness that envelopes the origin of a nation, and although 
in the beginning it may uppear unshapen and irregular, it will 
in some after time be formed into a sun, and a moon, and 
stars, which will enlighten with their glory not only the 
country over which they rose, but the most distant regions of 
the world. It would be an interesting and a delightful study 
to trace the origin and progress of poetry among the different 
nations, and to see how genius almost always rose by its own 
might, in spite of every obstacle of worldly circumstance. 
Homer was blind, and, it is said, a beggar. How many of 
his contemporaries, who enjoyed a little wealth, despised the 
blind beggar and his verses! He has made for himself an 
everlasting name; he has rendered the very language in 
which he wrote imperishable ; his pen has conferred immor- 
tality on all whom it touched, and the memory of his glorious 
song was able, after the lapse of thousands of years, to rouse 
Europe, and make her rescue his degenerate countrymen 
from slavery. Many of the brightest and most gifted children 
of poesy have had to endure in “ this dim world” as great 
afflictions as the mighty father of verse. Milton was blind 
and poor, and Tasso was shut up from the sight of the blessed 
sun in a dungeon ; but none has ever rivalled his peerless re- 
nown. Even Shakspeare, who of all others approaches near- 
est to him in grandeur of thought, and who, in spite of his 
many absurdities, must undoubtedly be placed second on the 
list of fame, if we can believe the meagre and uncertain 
records of his life, narrowly escaped being hanged in his 
youth; and whatever competence he may have obtained in 
his old age, certainly spent the greater part of his life as an 
actor, which was then only little better than a beggar. 
The Paradise Lost was bought for £15, and Dryden’s fables 
for £10; remunerations which, in the first instance, would 
not pay the writer one third of the wages of a common la- 
bourer for the time employed in composition, and which, in 
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the latter, would be spurned by any clerk who could write a 
tolerable hand. Even the polished writers of the Augustan 
age,—our own Pope, and some other moderns on whom for- 
tune would seem to have smiled,—can scarcely be considered 
exceptions; for the lawyer, the statesman, the soldier, received 
infinitely greater rewards for discharging the ordinary duties 
of their professions, than any of these received for their 
writings: and moreover it was not until after they had risen 
by the unaided efforts of their own minds, that the great and 
the powerful condescended to bask in the blaze of triumphant 
genius. At all events, this can be true of those only who 
were fortunate enough to live in a polished age; but it is a 
strange and almost unaccountable phenomenon, that the 
brightest stars in the firmament of poesy have arisen and 
culminated in the early and comparatively rude ages of 
different nations. Some mighty spirit generally appeared in 
the very infancy of a people, who at once created and per- 
fected their language and literature. The very grandeur 
of his genius placed him beyond the sympathies and the 
appreciation of his contemporaries,—his apotheosis did not 
take place until after his death ; and when the hurricane of 
revolutions has swept over his country, he is once more left 
in isolated glory, the solitary representative of the literature 
which he formed, and of the language which exists only as 
the sanctuary of the imperishable records of his genius. 
Imitators always follow in crowds in the track of genius, but 
they are for the most part only opaque bodies, which borrow 
the light and bask in the glory of the luminary they follow. 


“ Time, that gray rock 
On whose bleak sides the fame of meaner bard 
Is dashed to ruin, was the pedestal 
On which his genius rose, and rooted there, 
Stands like a mighty statue, reared so high 
Above the clouds and changes of the world, 
That Heaven’s unshorn and unimpeded beams 
Have round its awful brows a glory shed 
Immortal as their own. Like those fair birds 
Of glittering plumage, whose heaven-pointing pinions 
Bear light on that dim world they leave behind, 
And while they spurn, adorn it; so his spirit— 
His ‘ dainty spirit,’ while it soared above 
This dull gross compound, scattered as it flew 
Treasures of light and loveliness.” 


Perhaps the expression would gain as much in truth as it 
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would lose in poetry, if it were said that the world spurned 
the bard, instead of the bard spurning the world. It may 
be, however, that the frowns of fortune are the surest intro- . 
duction to the smiles of the muses, and this may be one of | 

the “‘ sweet uses of adversity,” 


“ Which, like a toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head.” 


The privation of sight must certainly be reckoned amongst 
the greatest of earthly afflictions; and yet we see that the 
most splendid achievements of genius have been produced 
under this sad bereavement. It would appear as if the in- 
tellect could absorb all the outward sense of vision, and that 
the darkness of the body rendered the mind doubly bright 
and luminous. But Homer and Milton did not beeome 
blind until they had acquired those ideas which can reach 
the soul only through the sense of sight ; with them, memory 
could supply the place of vision; and perhaps it 1s not won- 
derful that the mind, when shut out from communion with 
the world, should discover hidden treasures within itself, 
which it might otherwise never have employed,—and that 
when it had for ever lost the view of “the earth with its 
thousand streams, and the heavens with its myriad of stars,” 
it should create new heavens and a new earth of its own, 
and should give to the airy beings of its imagination “a 
local habitation and a name.” But Miss Brown presents us 
with the new and more interesting phenomenon of a poetess 
who, although not born blind, was deprived of sight at an age 
when she could have acquired none of the ideas which are com- 
municated to the soul by the organ of vision. She is the onl 

person whom we remember—with the exception of Blacklock, 
whose productions are very inferior to those of this gifted 
authoress—to have written poetry without having read and 
studied the great book of nature, in which God has displayed 
his riches and his glory for the contemplation of his creatures. 
Miss Brown’s history is therefore as novel in its kind as it 
is instructive and interesting in its details, and we are glad. 
that the editor of her poems has enabled us to trace the pro- 
gress of her mental culture under the almost insuperable dif- 
ficulty of total blindness, in her own simple and touching 
narrative. We agree with the editor, who has well and mo- 
destly discharged his duty, that though the plea of circum- 
stance be not admissible in the critic’s court, it is rarely 
without its influence, and that one’s ordinary and irresponsible 
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judgments are apt to measure merit in relation to the cireum- 
stances amid which it grew. 

“‘ The flower that has struggled into beauty under unfavourable 
conditions of air and light, testifies to more than common vigour in 
the soil whence it sprung : and they whose sense has first been 
secured by the absolute claims of a work of art, are for the most 
part willing to add something to their admiration on the score of any 
peculiar difficulties under which it may have been achieved. ‘This 
is a principle to which the editor of these pages would not consent 
to appeal on behalf of their author, if it went the length of excusing 
the negative as well as enhancing the positive—of imputing desert, 
instead of only acknowledging it with warmth: but they are in 
general the most impatient under an appeal to their indulgence hav- 
ing no foundation in merit, who are most liberal in its grant where 
their sympathies have been bespoken by the language of genius. 
It is the editor’s wish then to put forward all these claims for Miss 
Brown—to add the merit of her tale to the merit of her poetry, 
taking them in that order—referring the reader to the poetry first, 
which speaks of her mind, and then asking him to turn to the tale 
that tells of her life. It is with the music in his ears of some of 
those beautiful little poems which occupy the miscellaneous portions 
of the volume, that the editor would engage him in the touching 
account of those impeding circumstances amid which has welled up 
this natural fountain of song.” 

Now we, although occupying the critic’s chair, cheerfully 
subscribe to all the editor has said in this passage. Nay, if 
we could say nothing favourable of the “ poor blind girl’s 
poetry,” we would pass it by altogether; nor could we be 
severe on such an occasion without reproaching ourselves in 
the language of the poct— 

“Poor harmless fly! 
That with his pretty buzzing melody 
Came here to make us merry; and thou hast killed him.” 

“The story of Miss Brown’s mental education is well worth 
telling, both for its own interest and for the example. It is at 
once curious and instructive to watch a strong mind developing 
itself under conditions of social and physical disadvantage so great, 
—groping, by the aid of its poetic instincts, through the darkness 
‘of which it was conscious,—appropriating to itself everything 
whence it could draw nourishment, in the barren elements by which 
it was surrounded,—fastening upon all that could help it onward, 
while by its own undirected energies, it was struggling upwards 
to the light. 

“Excellent rules for self-training—the promptings of a clear 
natural intellect—may be adduced from the narrative, which is best 
related in the language of the poetess herself,—its humble incidents 
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taking increased interest from the personality and simplicity of her 
narrative : 

‘‘<T was born,’ she says, writing to a friend, whose communica- 
tion of her letter has enabled the editor to make Miss Brown her 
own biographer, ‘on the 16th of January 1816, at Stranorlon, a 
small village in the county Donegal. My father was then, and still 
continues to be, the postmaster of the village. I was the seventh 
child in a family of twelve, and my infancy was, I believe, as pro- 
mising as that of most people; but, at the age of eighteen months, 
not having received the benefit of Jenner’s discovery, I had the 
misfortune to lose my sight by the small-pox, which was then pre- 
valent in our neighbourhood. This, however, I do not remember ; 
and, indeed, recollect very little of my infant years. I never re- 
ceived any regular education, but very early felt the want of it; 
and the first time I remember to have experienced this feeling 
strongly was about the beginning of my seventh year, when I heard 
our pastor (my parents being members of the Presbyterian Church) 
preach for the first time. On the occasion alluded to, I was par- 
ticularly struck by many words in the sermon, which, though in 
common use, I did not then understand; and from that time 
adopted a plan for acquiring information on this subject. When a 
word unintelligible to me happened to reach my ear, I was careful 
to ask its meaning from any person I thought likely to inform me 
—a habit which was, probably, troublesome enough to the friends 
and acquaintance of my childhood: but, by this method, I soon 
acquired a considerable stock of words ; and, when further advanced 
in life, enlarged it still more by listening attentively to my young 
brothers and sisters reading over the tasks required at the village 
school. They were generally obliged to commit to memory a certain 
portion of the Dictionary and English Grammar each day; and by 
hearing them read it aloud frequently for that purpose, as my 
memory was better than theirs (perhaps rendered so by necessity), 
I learned the task much sooner than they, and frequently heard 
them repeat it.’ 

“‘ The whole of this narrative,” says the editor, after having ex- 
posed the barrenness of the spot from which Miss Brown started in 
her pursuit of knowledge, and the way in which the craving for it 
arose,— ‘is, it will be seen, full of useful morals and appeals to the 
sympathies of the right-minded. It furnishes a striking example 
of the way in which the absence of the gifts denied may be com- 
pensated by a right use of the gifts that are left, and a position of 
apparent barrenness compelled into the yielding of abundance. For 
the acquisition of the intelligent graces, no lot could well seem more 
hopeless than Miss Brown’s at the outset of her mental life, as 
stated in the above simple paragraph. De Foe’s castaway was not 
more apparently helpless and companionless on his desert island, 
than this young girl, cut off by her calamity from the peopled world 
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of vision, and left to an intellectual loneliness whose resources she 
had none to help her in finding out. The hint given by the preach- 
ing of the pastor was the first ‘foot-print left on the sand’ of her 
desolate place, by the native genius which she afterwards reclaimed 
and made a friend of, and educated, till it did her precious service 
and pointed out to her all the fruitful places of her solitude. It 
‘showed her the best springs,’ and ‘plucked her berries’ in that 
seeming waste ;—filling it with occupations; and peopling it with 
friends, that smiled upon her darkness, like the forms of the un- 
known world which dawned upon the inexperience of Miranda :— 


“‘ How many goodly creatures are there here ! 
» « « « « « O brave new world, 
That has such people in’t! 

“** My first acquaintance with books was necessarily formed 
amongst those which are most common in country villages. Susan 
Gray— The Negro Servant— The Gentle Shepherd—Mungo Park's 
Travels—and, of course, Robinson Crusoe—were among the first of my 
literary friends ;—for I have often heard them read by my relatives, 
and remember to have taken a strange delight in them, when I am 
sure they were not half understood. Books have been always 
searce in our remote neighbourhood, and were much more so in my 
childhood: but the craving for knowledge which then commenced, 
grew with my growth; and, as I had no books of my own in those 
days, my only resource was borrowing from the few acquaintances 
I had,—to some of whom I owe obligations of the kind that will 
never be forgotten. In this way I obtained the reading of many 
valuable works, though generally old ones ;—but it was a great day 
for me when the first of Sir Walter Scott’s works fell into my 
hands. It was The Heart of Mid Lothian; and was lent me by a 
friend whose family were rather better provided with books than 
most in our neighbourhood. My delight in the work was very 
great even then, and I contrived, by means of borrowing, to get 
acquainted, in a very short time, with the greater part of the works 
of its illustrious author,—for works of fiction, about this time, 
occupied all my thoughts. I had a curious mode of impressing on 
my memory what had been read,—namely, lying awake, in the 
silence of night, and repeating it all over to myself. To that 
habit I probably owe the extreme tenacity of memory which I now 
possess ; but, like all other good things, it had its attendant evil,— 
for I have often thought it curious that, whilst I never forget any 
scrap of knowledge collected, however small, yet the common events 
of daily life slip from my memory so quickly that I can scarcely 
find anything again which I have once laid aside. But this mis- 
fortune has been useful in teaching me habits of order.’ 

“The above is an interesting remark,—pointing out a distinction, 
the psychology of which does not, however, seem far to seek. That 
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sense by which the merely trivial and inexpressive occurrences of 
the outer world make their chief impression, had, in the case of the 
author, been early closed against their passage to her memory, 
Passing events on which the heart puts no stamp, the eye must 
mark, or they run the risk of being lost amid the lumber of the 
mind, But the knowledge for which her spirit thirsted came in, 
by many of its natural avenues, to a mind eager to appropriate and 
mark it at once,—and memory, in the sound subject, registers all 
that the heart receives. To a mind thus hungering, and digesting 
in the dark everything she heard that contained in itself the 
nourishing principle, yielded literary chyle, on which her intel- 
lectual constitution fed and expanded; and the knowledge so 
acquired became an indefeasible portion of her mental self, She 
had too many visitors in her world of shadows, to take note of all 
that came and went in the world of ordinary things about her, In 
some respects, the blind bard may perhaps be a gainer by the 
calamity which shuts out the sense of common things, and turns 
the vision inward. Milton had taken leave for ever of the faces of 
the earth, ere he met the angels face to face in paradise :—but he 
was familiar with the commonplaces of the outer world long ere his 
darkness came down—was a man of business and detail,—and the 
distinction which Miss Brown perceives in the power of her own 
memory, as applied to differing subjects, is the more easily ex- 
plained because it had no existence with him. 

“*« About the beginning of my thirteenth year,’ continues Miss 
Brown, ‘I happened to hear a friend read a part of Baines’s His- 
tory of the French War. It made a singular impression on my 
mind; and works of fiction, from that time, began to lose their 
value, compared with the far more wonderful Romance of History. 
But books of the kind were so scarce in our neighbourhood, that 
Hume’s History of England, and two or three other works on the 
same subject, were all I could reach, till a kind friend, who was 
then the teacher of our village school, obliged me with that volu- 
minous work, The Universal History. There I heard, for the first 
time, the histories of Greece and Rome, and those of many other 
ancient nations. My friend had only the ancient part of the work ; 
but it gave me a fund of information, which has been subsequently 
increased from many sources; and at present I have a tolerable 
knowledge of history, My historical studies made a knowledge of 
geography requisite; but my first efforts to acquire it had been 
made even in childhood, by inquiring from every person the situae 
tion and locality of distant places which they chanced to mention. 
As I grew older, and could understand the language of books, the 
small abridgments of geography, which were used by my brothers 
and sisters at the village school, were committed to memory, by a 
similar process to that by which I had learnt the Dictionary and 
Grammar. In order to acquire a more perfect knowledge of the 
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relative situations of distant places, I sometimes requested a friend, 
who could trace maps, to place my finger upon some well-known 
spot, the situation of which I had exactly ascertained,—and then 
conduct the fingers of the other hand, from the points thus marked, 
to any place on the map whose position I wished to know,—at the 
same time mentioning the places through which my fingers passed. 
By this plan, having previously known how the cardinal points 
were placed, I was enabled to form a tolerably correct idea, not 
only of the boundaries and magnitude of various countries, but also 
of the courses of the rivers and mountain-chains. ‘The first geo- 
graphical problem that I remember, occurred to me on hearing, in 
an account of the discovery of America, that Columbus at first 
intended to reach the coasts of Asia by sailing to the west; and, as 
I knew that Asia was in the eastern portion of the world, as laid 
down on our maps, the statement puzzled me much. At length, 
however, hearing our village teacher explain to my elder brothers 
and sisters the globular figure of the earth, that problem was solved; 
—but to comprehend it cost me the study of a sleepless night! As 
I increased in years and knowledge, the small school-books already 
mentioned were found insufficient ; and I had recourse to my old 
method of borrowing. By this, I obtained some useful information; 
and increased it by conversation with the few well-informed per- 
sons who came within the limited sphere of my acquaintance. In 
the pursuit of knowledge, my path was always impeded by diffi- 
culties too minute and numerous to mention; but the want of 
sight was, of course, the principal one,—which, by depriving me of 
the power of reading, obliged me to depend on the services of 
others ;—and, as the condition of my family was such as did not 
admit of much leisure, my invention was early taxed to gain time 
for those who could read. I sometimes did the work assigned to 
them, or rendered them other little services; for, like most persons 
similarly placed, necessity and habit have made me more active in 
this respect than people in ordinary circumstances would suppose. 
The lighter kinds of reading were thus easily managed; but my 
young relatives were often unwilling to waste their breath and 
time with the drier, but more instructive, works which I latterly 
preferred. To tempt them to this, I used, by way of recompense, 
to relate to them long stories, and even novels, which perhaps they 
had formerly read but forgotten:—and thus my memory may be 
said to have earned supplies for itself. About the end of my 
fifteenth year, having heard much of the Jliad, I obtained the loan 
of Pope’s translation. That was a great event to me; but the 
effect it produced requires some words of explanation. From my 
earliest years, I had a great and strange love of poetry; and could 
commit verses to memory with greater rapidity than most children. 
But at the close of my seventh year, when a few psalms of the 
Scotch version, Watts’s Divine Songs, and some old country songs 
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(which certainly were not divine), formed the whole of my poetical 
knowledge, I made my earliest attempt in versification—upon that 
first and most sublime lesson of childhood, The Lord's Prayer. As 
years increased, my love of poetry and taste for it increased 
also with increasing knowledge. The provincial newspapers at 
times supplied me with specimens from the works of the best living 
authors. Though then unconscious of the cause, I still remember 
the extraordinary delight which those pieces gave me, and have 
been astonished to find that riper years have only confirmed the 
judgments of childhood. When such pieces reached me, I never 
rested till they were committed to memory; and afterwards re- 
peated them for my own amusement, when alone, or during those 
sleepless nights to which I have been, all my life, subject. Buta 
source of still greater amusement was found in attempts at original 
composition ; which, for the first few years, were but feeble imita- 
tions of everything I knew—from the Psalms to Gray’s Elegy. 
When the poems of Burns fell in my way, they took the place of 
all others in my fancy ;—and this brings me up to the time when I 
made my first acquaintance with the Iliad. It was like the dis- 
covery of a new world, and effected a total change in my ideas on 
the subject of poetry. There was, at the time, a considerable 
manuscript of my own productions in existence, which, of course, 
I regarded with some partiality ; but Homer had awakened me,— 
and, in a fit of sovereign contempt, I committed the whole to the 
flames. Soon after I had found the Jéad, I borrowed a prose 
translation of Virgil, there being no poetical one to be found in our 
neighbourhood; and in a similar manner made acquaintance with 
many of the classic authors. But after Homer’s, the work that 
produced the greatest impression on my mind was Byron’s Childe 
Harold. The one had induced me to burn my first manuscript; 
the other made me resolve against verse-making in future—for I 
was then far enough advanced to know my own deficiency—but 
without apparent means for the requisite improvement. In this 
resolution I persevered for several years, and occupied my mind 
solely in the pursuit of knowledge; but, owing to adverse circum- 
stances, my progress was necessarily slow. Having, however, in 
the summer of the year 1840, heard a friend read the story of La 
Pérouse, it struck me that there was a remarkable similarity be- 
tween it and one related in an old country song called the Lost 
Ship, which I had heard in my childhood. The song in question 
was of very low composition; but there was one line at the termi- 
nation of each verse which haunted my imagination, and I fancied 
might deserve a better poem. ‘This line, and the story of La 
Pérouse, together with an irresistible inclination to poetry, at 
length induced me to break the resolution I had so long kept; and 
the result was the little poem called La Pérouse, which will be 
found at page 207 of this volume. Soon after, when Messrs. Gunn 
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and Cameron commenced the publication of their Irish Penny 
Journal, I was seized with a strange desire to contribute something 
to its pages. My first contribution was favourably received; and 
I still feel grateful for the kindness and encouragement bestowed 
upon me by both the editor and the publishers. The three small 
pieces which I contributed to that work were the first of mine that 
ever appeared in print,—with the exception of one of my early 
productions which a friend had sent to a provincial paper. The 
Irish Penny Journal was abandoned on the completion of the first 
volume: but the publishers, with great kindness, sent me one of the 
copies,—and this was the first book of any value that I could call 
my own! But the gift was still more esteemed as an encourage- 
ment—and the first of the kind. 

“¢ At this juncture, I had heard much of the London Atheneum; 
and the accounts of it which the provincial papers contained made 
me long to see it,—but no copies reached our remote neighbour- 
hood. Finding it impossible to borrow the publication, I resolved 
to make a bold effort to obtain it; and, in the spring of the year 
1841, having a number of small poems on hand, I addressed them 
to the editor, promised future contributions, and solicited that a 
copy of the journal might be sent to me as the return. My appli- 
cation was long unanswered; and I had given up all for lost, when 
the arrival of many numbers of the journal, and a letter from the 
editor, astonished me, and gratified a wish which had haunted my 
very dreams. From that period my name and pretensions have 
been more before the public,—many poems of mine have appeared 
in the pages of that publication, in Mr. Hood’s Magazine, and in 
the Keepsake, edited by the Countess of Blessington. Ten only of 
those contributed to the Atheneum have been included in the pre- 
sent collection; because most of them were so widely copied into 
the journals of the day, that I feared they might be too familiar for 
repetition.’ 

“In a long letter,” remarks the editor, “from which these ex- 
tracts are taken, there are other passages furnishing interesting 
examples of the earnestness which let no opportunity escape which 
might help to reverse the seeming decree of her destiny, by which 
the author was shut out from the tree of knowledge. Thus, an 
opportunity having come in her way for acquiring, through the 
kindness of a friend, a knowledge of the French language, poetry 
and some objects in connexion with it very dear to her imagination, 
are put resolutely aside, for the purpose of securing this one more 
golden bough. * * Every step gained by her in learning, valued 
for itself, is valued more as the road to another. The knowledge 
earned is at once invested in the purchase of further knowledge. 
Of all the fruit which she gathers the seed is saved for a new increase. 

“ The energy displayed from her childhood by this almost friend- 
less girl, raises, the editor cannot but think, at once the interest 
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and the character of her muse. There is something touching, and 
teaching too, in the picture of that perseverance which has con- 
quered for itself an inner world of thought, in lieu of that outer 
world so early withdrawn from the sense. The bard gathers dig- 
nity from the darkness amid which she sings,—as the darkness 
itself is lightened by the song. There are lessons to be drawn 
from both; and the editor believes that this little volume has a 
variety of titles which should procure it a sure and extended 
popularity.” 

We cordially concur with what the editor says in another 
place, that the reader of this narrative will rather wonder 
that so little indulgence should be needed, than refuse the 
indulgence which is unhesitatingly asked. 

There can be no doubt, considering the age at which Miss 
Brown was deprived of sight, that she could have retained 
no image or recollection of those objects which the eyes alone 
can present to the mind. She could have no idea of light or 
colour, and consequently she must have been shut out from 
the actual as well as from the intellectual vision of creation. 
Yet by the almost unaided efforts of her own mind, she has 
made a bright light shine amid this darkness—she has made 
a firmament of her own, and enlightened it with a sun, and 
moon, and stars. Her perceptions of the objects of vision 
must be purely ideal, for whatever knowledge she has of them 
must be derived from the sense of hearing, and it is just as 
impossible for the ear to become the organ of sight as for the 
eye to become the organ of hearing. It is therefore just as 
impossible that those who are blind from infancy should have 
the idea of light, as that those who are born deaf should have 
the idea of sound and melody. Yet Saunderson can discuss 
learnedly and accurately of the properties of colours, and we 
find Miss Brown’s illustrations from visible objects, as nu- 
merous and as appropriate as in any other author. Sight is 
certainly the most noble of the senses ; it is able unaided to 
derive a vast quantity of knowledge from the great book of 
nature, which all can read who can look upon it, and it at 
‘once understands a very great number of natural signs of 
ideas. Hearing, on the contrary, can acquire no direct in- 
formation of itself, because all language is purely conven- 
tional, and the number of natural sounds, such as weeping 
and laughter, of which it takes cognizance, are neither nu- 
merous nor important. Yet, notwithstanding these disad- 
vantages, we think the ear the more important organ, because 
through it, by the use of speech, a vast quantity of information 
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can be speedily conveyed. These are proper and important 
subjects for philosophical investigation. But what mainly 
concerns the philanthropist to know is, that through either 
the eye or the ear, aided by the sense of touch, almost all 
useful information can be conveyed, and that the defect of 
one sense can be in a great measure supplied by the superior 
acuteness which is acquired by those that remain. The learned 
Mossieu was born deaf, and Miss Brown’s various and elegant 
accomplishments, include, as we have seen, in addition to 
avery great mastery over the English language, a knowledge 
of history, geography, poetry, French, and we have no doubt 
much more which her modesty has prevented her from reveal- 
ing. How many are there who, besides enjoying all their 
senses, have had far better opportunities of acquiring inform- 
ation, and who have not the one-tenth part of her knowledge ? 
Her information was also acquired at an early age—she is 
indeed still young, being only in her 28th year. It is most 
important to be furnished with such facts as those with which 
the life of Miss Brown supplies us, because it shows us what 
our fellow-creatures are capable of under the most severe be- 
reavements. The great problem to be still solved is, how far 
those who cannot see can have ideas of light and colours, and 
how far those who cannot hear can understand what is meant 
by the word sound. We mean that it should be investigated 
by sound philosophy, not that it should be attempted to be 
explained by the empiricism and absurdity of catalepsy and 
mesmerism. ‘The appropriation of each sense to its proper 
organ is thus beautifully expressed by Shakespeare. 
** How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank, 

Here will we sit and let the sounds of music 

Creep in our ears ; soft stillness and the night 

Becomes the touches of sweet harmony. 

seveee Look how the floor of Heaven 

Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold; 

There’s not the smallest orb which thou behold’st 

But in his motion like an angel sings, 

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubims, 

Such harmony is in immortal souls.” 


We are convinced that these lines could only be written by 
one who had gazed upon the firmament, and who had been 
‘** moved by the concord of sweet sounds.” 

But the chief difficulty in imparting knowledge is when 
all these bereavements are combined, and the poor sufferer is 
deaf, and dumb, and blind. A paper on a case of this kind 
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was read by Dugald Stewart, before the Royal Society of 
Edinburgh, in 1812. It was published during the same year 
in Edinburgh, with the title ‘“‘ Some account of a boy born 
blind and deaf.” The boy was the son of a clergyman, his 
name was James Mitchell, and he was born in Scotland, in 
1795. Hewas not however entirely blind, as he could cer- 
tainly distinguish light from darkness; nevertheless, from the 
preternatural acuteness which his senses of taste and smell 
had acquired, in consequence of their being habitually em- 
ployed to collect that information fur which the sight is pe- 
culiarly adapted, it may be presumed with confidence that he 
derived little, if any, assistance from his eyes or organs of 
vision. His smell always informed him of the arrival of a 
stranger, and he immediately proceeded to the place where 
he was, and then examined him carefully by the sense of 
touch, The first thing he generally did, was to ascertain 
whether the stranger wore boots, and if this were the case he 
went to the lobby, felt his whip, and then proceeding to the 
stable handled his horse with great care, and with the utmost 
seeming attention. When strangers arrived in a carriage he 
always went to the place where it stood, examined the whole 
of it with great anxiety, and tried innumerable times the 
elasticity of its springs. In all this he was guided by the 
smell and touch only. 

The servants were instructed to prevent his visits to the 
horses of strangers in the stable; and after he had been 
several times thwarted by them, he had the ingenuity to bolt 
the kitchen to prevent them from interfering with his curi- 
osity. He frequently employed himself in gathering from 
the bed of a river round and smooth stones, which he after- 
wards arranged in a circular form, placing himself in the midst. 
He explored by touch a space of about two hundred yards 
around the parsonage, to every part of which he walked fear- 
lessly and without a guide, and scarcely a day elapsed in 
which be did not cautiously feel his way into ground which 
he had not before explored. In one of these excursions of 
discovery, his father with terror observed him creeping on his 
hands and knees along a narrow wooden bridge, which crossed 
a neighbouring river at a point where the stream was deep 
and rapid. He was immediately stopped, and to deter him 
from the repetition of such perilous experiments he was once 
or twice plunged into the river, which had the desired effect. 

Having at one time appeared to distinguish a horse, which 
his mother had sold a few weeks before, the rider dismounted 











530 The Life and Writings of [ Dec. 


to put his knowledge to the test, when he immediately led 
the horse to the stable, took off the saddle, and put the key 
in his pocket. He knew the use of most ordinary utensils, 
and visited the shops of carpenters and other mechanics, to 
understand the nature of their tools and operations. He fre- 
quently assisted the farm servants, and even attempted to 
build small houses with turf, leaving little openings with win- 
dows. Means were taken to teach him to make baskets, but 
he seemed to want the perseverance necessary to finish his 
work. He acquired some sense of property, and valued things 
as his own, whilst he abstained from those which he knew to 
be habitually used by others. 

In 1811 his father died, and it appears that attention, cu- 
riosity, and wonder, were excited by the novelty of the out- 
ward circumstances, but he did not exhibit those sentiments 
which would presuppose a conception of the nature of the 
change which had occurred in the state of his parent. He 
had previously amused himself with placing a dead fowl re- 
peatedly on its legs, laughing when it fell; but the first 
human body which he touched was that of his father, from 
which he shrunk with signs of surprise and dislike. He felt 
the corpse in the coffin, and on the evening after the funeral 
he went to the grave and patted it with both his hands, and 
for several days he returned to the grave, and regularly at- 
tended every funeral that afterwards occurred in the same 
church-yard. When a tailor was brought to make a suit of 
mourning for him, the boy took him into the apartment where 
his father had died, stretched his own head and neck back- 
wards, pointed to the bed, and then conducted him to the 
church-yard and to the grave in which his father had been 
interred. Shortly afterwards, being very ill, he was put into 
the same bed where his father had died ; he would not lay a 
moment in it, but became quite peaceable when removed to 
another. Discovering shortly afterwards that his mother was 
ill and in bed, he was observed to weep. 

His sister, by various modifications of touch, conveyed to 
him her satisfaction or displeasure at his conduct, and he 
seemed to understand very readily the intimations intended 
to be conveyed. Patting him much and cordially on the 
head, back, or hand, signified entire approbation. This ac- 
tien, more sparingly used, conveyed simple assent, and the 
idea of displeasure was imparted to him by refusing these 
signs, or by gently repelling him. To supply the obvious and 
glaring defects of this mode of communication, she had re- 
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course to a language of action, representing those ideas which 
none of the simple natural signs cognizable by the sense of 
touch could convey. Thus, when his mother was from home, 
his sister allayed his anxiety for her return, by laying his 
head gently down on a pillow, once for each night that his 
mother was to be absent; implying that he would sleep so 
many times before her return. It was once signified to him 
that he must wait two days for a new suit of clothes, and this 
also was effectually done, by shutting his eyes and bending 
down his head twice. 

We have here given all the important features of this case, 
from Dugald Stewart’s paper and the Hdinburgh Review for 
1812. The case is certainly interesting, as it shows what 
perceptions a human being is capable of acquiring purely by 
his own instincts, when he is deprived of the most important 
senses. Culture or instruction he received none from the 
philosophical observers who so narrowly watched his motions. 
With the true instincts of Scotch metaphysicians, they seem 
only to have been anxious to make an experiment, and they 
certainly took care not to mar its effects by any adventitious 
assistance. All the signs, including the ducking in the river, 
were perfectly natural. After the whole process has been 
described, we are at length let into the tremendous secret 
that he seemed to have no conception of any beings superior 
to human, and that he was consequently without any of those 
religious feelings which are among the most general charac- 
teristics of our species. In the name of Scotch metaphysics, 
how could the child have acquired any such ideas? Was it 
by being patted on the head or thrown into a river? The 
child, indeed, seems to have grown up a perfect animal, but 
with higher instincts than belong to the brute creation. He 
used the sense of smell for the very same purposes for which 
it is employed by the lower animals; and, as was to be ex- 
pected, from the privation of the other faculties, it had acquired 
wonderful acuteness. With care and attention, the immortal 
spirit might have been awakened in this boy; but instead of 
this, he was neglected, to be subjected to meet the same kind of 
an experiment as the children who were shut up by a king to 
try what language they would speak naturally. Hunger, we 
are told, was as efficacious in making them cry out for bread, 
as the dip in the river was in keeping James Mitchell from 
transgressing the bounds which he had explored. 

The next case to which we beg to call attention, is of a very 
different character. It is of a young girl, blind, deaf, and 
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dumb, destitute of smell, and nearly so of taste. Here the 
privations were much greater, and the obstacles far more in- 
surmountable, than in the case of Mitchell; and yet, because 
she did not fall into the hands of cold metaphysicians, but 
of genuine philanthropists, her soul has been illumined even 
in this hour of darkness—it has been made to feel the con- 
sciousness of its own intelligence, and it can even look ahead, 
and hold sweet converse with its kind. This girl has been 
educated in the Purkins Institution and Massachusetts 
Asylum for the Blind, at Boston. The story is told so beauti- 
fully in Mr. Dickens’ American Notes, that we think it a duty 
to extract it entire : 

“T went,” says Mr. Dickens, “to see this place one very fine 
winter morning. The children were at their daily tasks in different 
rooms, except a few who were already dismissed and were at play. 
Good order, cleanliness and comfort, pervaded every corner of the 
building. The various classes, who were gathered round their 
teachers, answered the questions put to them with readiness and in- 
telligence, and in a spirit of cheerful contest for precedence, which 
pleased me very much. Those who were at play were gleesome 
and noisy as other children. More spiritual and affectionate friend- 
ships appeared to exist among them than would be found among 
other young persons, suffering under no deprivation; but this I 
expected, and was prepared to find. It isa part of the great scheme 
of Heaven’s merciful consideration for the afflicted. 

“Tn a portion of the building set apart for that purpose, are 
workshops for blind persons, whose education is finished and who 
have acquired a trade, but who cannot pursue it in an ordinary 
manufactory, because of their deprivation. Several people were 
at work here, making brushes, mattresses, and so forth ; and the 
cheerfulness, industry, and good order discernible in every other 
part of the building, extended to this department also. On the 
ringing of a bell the pupils all repaired, without any guide or leader, 
to a spacious music hall, where they took their seats in an orchestra 
erected for that purpose, and listened with manifest delight to a 
voluntary on the organ, played by one of themselves. At its con- 
clusion, the performer, a boy of nineteen or twenty, gave place to a 
girl, and to her accompaniment they all sang a hymn, and afterwards 
a sort of chorus. It was very sad to look upon and hear themn— 
happy though their condition unquestionably was—and I saw that 
one blind girl, who (being for the time deprived of the use of her 
limbs by illness) sat close beside me with her face towards them, 
wept silently the while she listened. 

“Tt is strange to watch the faces of the blind, and see how free 
they are from all concealment of what is passing in their thoughts; 
observing which, a man with eyes may blush to contemplate the 
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mask he wears. Allowing for one shade of anxious expression, 
which is never absent from their countenances, and the like of which 
we may readily detect in our own faces if we try to feel our way 
in the dark, every idea, as it rises within them, is expressed with 
the lightning’s speed and nature’s truth. If the company at a rout 
or drawing-room at court, could only for one time be as unconscious 
of the eyes upon them as blind men and women are, what secrets 
would come out, and what a worker of hypocrisy this sight—the 
loss of which we so much pity—would appear to be! 

“ The thought occurred to me, as I sat down in another room be- 
fore a girl—blind, deaf, and dumb, destitute of smell, and nearly so 
of taste—before a fair young creature, with every human faculty, 
and hope, and power of goodness and affection inclosed within her 
delicate frame, and but one outward sense—the sense of touch. 
There she was before me—built up as it were in a marble cell, im- 
pervious to any ray of light or particle of sound—with her poor 
white hand peeping through a chink in the wall, beckoning to some 
good man for help that an immortal soul might be awakened. Long 
before I looked upon her the help had come. Her face was radiant 
with intelligence and pleasure. Her hair, braided by her own 
hands, was bound about a head, whose intellectual capacity and de- 
velopment were beautifully expressed in its graceful outline and 
its broad open brow; her dress, arranged by herself, was a pattern 
of neatness and simplicity; the work she had knitted lay beside 
her; her writing-book was on the desk she leaned upon. From the 
mournful ruin of such bereavement there had slowly risen up this 
gentle, tender, guileless, grateful-hearted being. Like other in- 
mates of that house, she had a green ribbon bound round her eye- 
lids ; a doll she had dressed lay near upon the ground. I took it 
up and saw that she had made a green fillet, such as she wore herself, 
and fastened it about its mimic eyes. She was seated ina little en- 
closure made by school-desks and forms, writing her daily journal. 
But soon finishing this pursuit, she engaged in an animated com- 
munication with a teacher who sat beside her. This was a favourite 
mistress with the poor people. If she could see the face of her fair 
instructress she would not love her less I am sure. 

“T have extracted a few disjointed fragments of her history, 
from an account written by that one who has made her what she is. 
It is a very beautiful and touching narrative, and I wish I could pre- 
sent it entire. 

“Her name is Laura Bridgman. She was born in Hanover, 
New Hampshire, on the 21st of December, 1829. She is described 
as having been a very sprightly and pretty infant, with bright blue 
eyes. She was, however, so puny and feeble until after she was a 
year and a half old, that her parents hardly hoped to rear her. She 
was subject to severe fits, which seemed to rack her frame almost 
beyond endurance, and life was held by the feeblest tenure ; but, 
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when a year and a half old, she seemed to rally, the dangerous 
symptoms subsided, and at twenty months old she was perfectly well. 

“ Then her mental powers, hitherto stinted in their growth, ra- 
pidly developed themselves, and during the four months of health 
which she enjoyed she appears (making due allowance for a fond 
mother’s account) to have displayed a considerable degree of intel- 
ligence, 

** But suddenly she sickened again; her disease raged with great 
violence during five weeks, when her eyes and ears were inflamed, 
suppurated and their contents were discharged, But though sight 
and hearing were gone for ever, the poor child’s sufferings were not 
ended. The fever raged during seven weeks; for five months she 
was kept in bed in a darkened room; it was a year before she could 
walk unsupported, and two years before she could sit up all day. 
It was now observed that her sense of smell was almost entirely 
destroyed, and consequently that her taste was much blunted. 

“Tt was not till four years of age that the poor child’s bodily 
health seemed restored, and she was able to enter upon her appren- 
ticeship of life and the world. 

“But what a situation was her’s! The darkness and the silence 
of the tomb were around her; no mother’s smile called forth her 
answering smile; no father’s voice taught her to imitate his sounds. 
Her brothers and sisters were but forms of matter which resisted 
her touch, but which differed not from the furniture of the house, 
save in warmth and in the power of locomotion,—and not even in 
these respeets from the dog and the cat. But the immortal spirit 
which had been implanted in her could not die, nor be maimed nor 
mutilated; and though most of its avenues of communication with 
the world were cut off, it began to manifest itself through the 
others. As soon as she could walk, she began to explore the room 
and then the house. She became familiar with the form, density, 
weight, and heat, of every article she could lay her hands upon. 
She followed her mother, and felt her hands and arms, as she was 
occupied about the house, and her disposition to imitate led her to 
repeat everything herself. She even learned to sew a little, and 
to knit. The reader will scarcely need to be told, however, that 
the opportunities of communicating with her were very, very 
limited, and that the moral effects of her wretched state soon began 
to appear. Those who cannot be enlightened by reason, can only 
be controlled by force ; and this, coupled with her great privations, 
must soon have reduced her to a worse condition than that of the 
beasts that perish, but for timely and unhoped-for aid. 

** At this time I was so fortunate as to hear of the child, and im- 
mediately hastened to Hanover to see her. I found her with a 
well-formed figure, a strongly-marked nervous, sanguine tempera- 
ment, a large and beautifully-shaped head, and the whole system in 
healthy action. The parents were easily induced to consent to her 
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coming to Boston; and on the 4th of October 1837, they brought 
her to the institution. 

“For a little while she was much bewildered; and after waiting 
about two weeks, until she became acquainted with her new locality, 
and somewhat familiar with the inmates, the attempt was made to 
give her knowledge of arbitrary signs by which she could inter- 
change thoughts with others. There was one of two ways to be 
adopted: either to go on to build up a language of signs on the 
basis of the natural language which she had already commenced 
herself; or to teach her the purely arbitrary language in common 
use,—that is, to give her a sign for every individual thing, or to 
give her a knowledge of letters, by combination of which she might 
express her idea of the existence, and the mode and condition of 
existence, of anything. ‘The former would have been easy, but 
very ineffectual; the latter seemed very difficult, but, if accom- 
plished, very effectual. I determined, therefore, to try the latter. 
The first experiments were made by taking articles in common use 
—such as knives, forks, spoons, keys, &c.—and pasting upon them 
labels, with their names printed in raised letters. These she felt 
very carefully, and soon, of course, distinguished that the crooked 
lines spoon differed as much from the crooked lines key, as the 
spoon differed from the key in form. Then small detached labels 
with the same words printed upon them were put into her hands, 
and she soon observed that they were similar to the ones pasted on 
the articles. She showed her perception of this similarity by laying 
the label key upon the key, and the label spoon upon the spoon. 
She was encouraged here by the natural sign of approbation, 
patting on the head. 

“The same process was then repeated with all the articles which 
she could handle, and she very easily learned to place the proper 
labels upon them. It was evident, however, that the only intel- 
lectual exercise was that of imitation and memory. She recollected 
that the label book was placed upon a book, and she repeated the 
process, first from imitation, next from memory, with only the mo- 
tive of love of approbation, but apparently without the intellectual 
perception of any relation between the things. 

After a while, instead of labels, the individual letters were given 
to her, on detached bits of paper; they were arranged side by side, 
so as to spell book, key, &c.; then they were mixed up in a heap, 
and a sign was made for her to arrange them herself, so as to 
express the words book, key, &c., and she did so. Hitherto the 
process had been mechanical, and the success about as great as 
teaching a very knowing dog a variety of tricks. The poor child 
had sat in mute amazement, and patiently imitated everything her 
teacher did, but now the truth began to flash upon her—her intellect 
began to work. She perceived that here was a way by which she 
could herself make up a sign of anything that was in her own mind 
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and show it to another mind, and at once her countenance lighted 
up with a human expression; it was no longer a dog or parrot— 
it was an immortal spirit, eagerly seizing upon a new link of union 
with other spirits! I could almost fix upon the moment when this 
truth dawned upon her mind, and spread its light to her counte- 
nance. I saw that the great obstacle was overcome, and that 
henceforward nothing but patient and persevering—but plain and 
straightforward—efforts were to be used. The result thus far is 
quickly related and easily conceived: but not so was the process ; 
for many weeks of apparently unprofitable labour were passed 
before it was effected. When it was said above that a sign was 
made, it was intended to say that the action was performed by her 
teacher, she feeling his hands and then imitating the motion. The 
next step was to procure a set of metal types, with the different 
letters of the alphabet cast upon their ends; also a board in which 
were square holes, into which holes she could set the types so that 
the letters on their ends could alone be felt above the surface. 
Then, on any article being handed to her,—for instance, a pencil 
or a watch,—she would select the component letters and arrange 
them on her board, and read them with apparent pleasure. She 
was exercised for several weeks in this way, until her vocabulary 
became extensive; and then the important step was taken of teach- 
ing her how to represent the different letters by the position of her 
fingers, instead of the cumbrous apparatus of the board and types. 
She accomplished this speedily and easily,—for her intellect had 
begun to work in aid of her teacher,—and her progress was rapid. 

“ This was the period, about three months after she had com- 
menced, that the first report of her case was made, in which it was 
stated that ‘she had just learned the manual alphabet as used by 
the deaf mutes, and it is a subject of delight and wonder to see how 
rapidly, correctly, and eagerly she goes on with her labours. Her 
teacher gives ber a new object, for instance a pencil, first lets her 
examine it and get an idea of its use, then teaches her how to spell 
it by making the signs for the letters with her own fingers; the 
child grasps her hand and feels her fingers as the different letters 
are formed ; she turns her head a little on one side, like a person 
listening closely ; her lips are apart ; she seems scarcely to breathe; 
and her countenance, at first anxious, gradually changes to a smile, 
as she comprehends the lesson. She then holds up her tiny fingers 
and spells the words in the manual alphabet; next she takes her 
types and arranges her letters; and last, to make sure that she is 
right, she takes the whole of the types composing the word and 
places them upon or in contact with the pencil, or whatever the 
object may be.’ The whole of the succeeding year was passed in 
gratifying her eager inquiries for the names of every object which 
she could possibly handle; in exercising her in the use of the 
manual alphabet ; in extending, in every possible way, her know- 
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ledge of the physical relations of things; and in proper care of her 
health. At the end of the year a report of her case was made, from 
which the following is an extract. ‘It has been ascertained be- 
yond the possibility of doubt, that she cannot see a ray of light, 
cannot hear the least sound, and never exercises her sense of smell, 
if she have any. Thus her mind dwells in darkness and stillness, 
as profound as that of a closed tomb at midnight. Of beautiful 
sights and sweet sounds and pleasant odours she has no conception; 
nevertheless she seems as happy and playful as a bird or a lamb; 
and the employment of her intellectual faculties, or the acquire- 
ment of a new idea, gives her a vivid pleasure, which is plainly 
marked in her expressive features. She never seems to repine, 
but has all the buoyancy and gaiety of childhood. She is fond of 
fun and frolic, and when playing with the rest of the children, her 
shrill laugh sounds loudest of the group. 

“‘ When left alone she seems very happy if she have her knitting 
or sewing, and will busy herself for hours; if she have no occupa- 
tion she evidently amuses herself by imaginary dialogues, or by re- 
calling past impressions. She counts with her fingers, or spells 
out names of things which she has recently learned in the manual 
alphabet of the deaf mutes. In this lonely self-communion she 
seems to reason, reflect, and argue; if she spell a word wrong with 
the fingers of her right hand she instantly strikes it with her left, 
as her teacher does, in sign of disapprobation; if right, then she 
pats herself upon the head and looks pleased. She sometimes pur- 
posely spells a word wrong with the left hand, looks roguish for a 
moment and laughs, and then with the right hand strikes the left, 
as if to correct it. During the year she has attained great dex- 
terity in the use of the manual alphabet of the deaf mutes, and she 
spells out the words and sentences which she knows so fast and so 
deftly, that only those accustomed to this language can follow with 
the eye the rapid motion of the fingers. But wonderful as is the 
rapidity with which she writes her thoughts upon the air, still 
more so is the ease and accuracy with which she reads the words 
thus written by another,—grasping their hands in hers and follow- 
ing every movement of their fingers, as letter after letter. conveys 
them to her mind. It is in this way that she converses with her 
blind playmates, and nothing can more forcibly show the power of 
the mind in forming matter to its purpose than a mecting between 
them. For if great talent and skill are necessary for two panto- 
mimes to paint their thoughts and feelings by the movements of 
the body and the expression of the countenance, how much greater 
the difficulty when darkness shrouds them both, and the one can 
hear no sound !” 


Success, in such a case as this, must be considered amongst 
the noblest achievements of cultivated science. It is a per- 
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fect triumph of mind over matter—a triumph in the in- 
structor as well as the instructed—it is a work which angels 
might not blush to perform. It is an exercise of the most 
tender mercy of which man is capable ; and the exercise of 
mercy makes man like unto God, for mercy is His attribute : 


“The quality of mercy is not strained; 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath; it is twice blessed; 
It blesseth him that gives and him that takes ; 
*Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown. 
His sceptre shows the form of temporal power,— 
The attribute to awe and majesty, 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings: 
But mercy is above this sceptred sway— 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings— 
It is an attribute of God himself.” 


There is not, as far as we know, any Catholic institution 
for the deaf and dumb, or the blind, in the whole wide ex- 
tent of the British dominions. There is not one in Catholic 
Ireland. But there are institutions, or at all events there is 
an institution, for the deaf, and the dumb, and the blind, in 
Ireland, where the price the parents must pay for their child’s 
instruction is to allow it to be perverted from the faith of its 
ancestors. What is there so holy, that it has not been per- 
verted to the purposes of wickedness? what is there so pure, 
that it has not been polluted by the diabolical spirit of 
bigotry which animates a portion of the inhabitants of Ire- 
land? Every spring of charity is poisoned by the arsenic of 
intolerance. We have Protestant meat for the hungry, 
Protestant clothes for the naked ; and the blind or the deaf 
and dumb child of Catholic parents will not be instructed, 
unless they allow it to be dosed with the Westminster Con- 
fession or the Thirty-nine Articles. If Barnaby Rudge’s 
famous Protestant bird had visited Ireland, he would have 
found Protestant inexpressibles as well as Protestant tea- 

ots. One would imagine on entering such an establishment 
in this country, that the instruction of the deaf and the dumb 
and the blind was the offspring of the exclusive genius of 
Protestantism—that a wholesome horror of popery was the 
necessary foundation of all the information that they can 
receive. Who could imagine that the entire process of train- 
ing was borrowed from the Catholic nations of the Continent ; 
and that whilst such institutions have attained to full and 
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wonderful maturity in France, in Belgium, and in Rome, 
they are still in their infancy in this country. 

The first idea of instruction for persons deprived of the 
use of the senses of sight or hearing, is most probably to be 
traced to a monastery. Pontius, a Benedictine monk, born 
at Valladolid in 1520, is said to have made this precious dis- 
covery in the following manner :—a certain person, called 
Gaspard Burgos, not being able to enter the monastery, ex- 
cept in the character of a lay-brother, because he was deaf 
and dumb, Father Pontius undertook to instruct him, and 
succeeded so well, that brother Gaspard was not only able to 
make his confession but became an accomplished scholar, and 
composed several books.* The same author on whose autho- 
rity we relate these facts, says that he also instructed two 
brothers and a sister of the constable, and another person, 
all born deaf and dumb, whom he not only taught to write, 
but even to talk by means of signs. We know, however, 
comparatively little of his method, as he did not commit it 
to writing. Bonnet, a Spaniard, was the first who wrote 
upon the subject, in a book entitled ‘ Reduion de los letros, 
y arte para ensenar a hablar los mudos,” which was published 
in ]820. But the persons who brought this science to per- 
fection were two French priests, the abbés L’Epée and Sicard. 
The former commenced this benevolent work out of his own 
private resources, with the aid of the voluntary contribu- 
tions of the charitable. In 1778 and 1785, he received a 
public revenue of six thousand livres out of the property of 
a suppressed convent of Celestine monks. This institution 
at Paris was very celebrated. The Abbé Sicard, who was 
born near Toulouse on the 20th of September, 1742, and who 
had been previously director of an establishment for the deaf 
and dumb supported by the archbishop of Bourdeaux, suc- 
ceeded the Abbé l’Epée on his death in 1789 in the ma- 
nagement of the establishment in Paris. But the institution 
was deprived of its revenues when the Constituent Assembly 
declared the property of the ancient monasteries to belong 
to the nation. In 1791, it was again endowed, and in the 
following year the abbé, who was a very moderate supporter of 
the revolution, had to take the oath of “ liberty and equality.” 
But on the 28th of August he was seized by the “ terrorists” 
in the midst of his pupils, and dragged to the arsenal, and 
on the 2nd of September he was removed to the “ Adbey,” 





* Ambrose Morales Description of Spain, vide Feller v. Ponce. . 
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where the frightful massacres of the second and third of the 
same month were already planned. Desolation reigned among 
the deaf and dumb and blind, and at the risk of their own 
lives, they presented a most affecting petition to the assembly, 
imploring it to restore to them their master. But their 
prayers and their tears were alike disregarded, and Sicard 
owed his life to Monnot, a watchmaker and an officer of the 
national guard, who covered the abbé with his own body. 
He remained in prison until the 4th, in the midst of execu- 
tions and victims, and in the most frightful agony, expecting 
each moment the fate of his unfortunate companions. In this 
terrible situation he wrote to M. Laffan-Lodelot, who, wishing 
to save so great and good a man, had the address to bring 
Chabot to see him, whose hard heart was softened at the sight ; 
andat seven o’clock the same evening Sicard was brought before 
the assembly, where, after delivering a public defence of him- 
self, he was set at liberty. On the establishment of the normal 
school in 1795, he was appointed professor of general grammar. 
He was at the same time professor in the national Lyceum, and 
assisted in the compilation of the Lycean Encyclopedia. He 
was associated with the Abbé Faupprett in the publication of 
the periodical entitled Religious, Historical, and Literary An- 
nals, for which, after the revolution of the eighteenth Fructi- 
dor, he was included in the decree of banishment issued against 
the journalists who had been condemned by the directory. 
The deaf and dumb and blind were again left desolate, again 
they had lost a kind father, and again they sought, by every 
means in their power, to get back their master. He was at 
length restored to them on the 18th brumaire, but found his 
establishment in the most deplorable condition. There were 
no funds for its support, and religion had been banished from 
the place. Sicard soon remedied all these evils. He esta- 
blished a printing press in 1800, which was worked by the 
deaf and dumb with great effect. He gave public exercises 
each month, to which a select company was admitted to 
witness the almost miraculous progress of the pupils, and 
especially of Mossieu, who had gained the greatest and 
most deserved celebrity for the institution. These exercises 
procured large sums, which he devoted to the purposes of 
the institution. His holiness Pius VII honoured the esta- 
blishment for the deaf and dumb with his presence in 1805, 
and, on the 18th of February, blessed the chapel belonging 
to the house. The pope assisted at some of the exercises, 
during which he received a present of a book of prayers, com- 
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posed and printed by the deafand dumb. His holiness made 
presents to the abbé and M. Leclerc, a deaf and dumb 
pupil, who directed the management of the printing press. The 
name of this illustrious priest was known over all Europe, so 
that when the allied sovereigns were in Paris, they attended 
his lectures, and after the restoration, he received the deco- 
rations of the legion of honour, as well as those of St. Ann 
of Russia, and of Gustavus Vasa. This latter was conferred 
on him by the Queen of Sweden, as an acknowledgment of 
the important service which he had rendered to the new 
establishment for the deaf and dumb at Stockholm. Before 
the time of Abbé Sicard, the instruction of the deaf and 
dumb was nothing better than a pure mechanism. He 
was the first who raised their minds to intellectual objects, 
and made them comprehend the abstractions of philosophy. 
He died the 10th of May 1822, in the eightieth year of his 
age. Whilst on his death-bed he wrote the following re- 
markable letter to the Abbé Gondelin, who had succeeded 
him in the institution for the deaf and dumb at Bourdeaux :— 

“ My dear Compére,—Before I die, I bequeath to you my dear 
children ; I bequeath their souls to your religion, their bodies to 
your care, their intellectual faculties to your enlightenment and to 
your culture: fulfil this noble trust, and I die happy.”* 

It was one of the Abbé Sicard’s most celebrated pupils, 
Leclerc, who, at the age of twenty-five, went to America to 
found a school for the education of the deaf and dumb and 
blind, and carried this important science to the shores of the 
new world. It does not appear that. the Abbé Sicard met 
with any one who was blind and deaf and dumb at the same 
time. Still, he contemplated the possibility of such a calamity, 
and laid down most important rules for the treatment of such 
a case, whenever it should occur. Indeed the case of Laura, 
the American girl, is little more than the practical develop- 





* The following is a list of his works: Mémoires sur l’art d’instruire les 
sourd-muets de naissance, Bourdeaux, 1789. Catechisme ou Instruction Chré- 
tienne, a l'usage de sourd-muets, 1796. Manuel de I'enfance contenant des 
élémens de lecture et des dialegues instructifs et moraux, 1796. Théorie de 
signes pour l'instruction de sourds-muets, Paris, 1808. Alphabet et cours 
d’instruction de sourd-muets de naissance, pour servir 4 l’education de sourd- 
muets, Paris, 1800. De l'Homme et de ses facultés physiques et intellectuelles 
de ses devoirs, &c. Journée chrétienne de sourd-muets. Dictionnaire généalo- 
gique de |’Ecriture Sainte,” It is strange that at one time of his life this great 
man was so simple as to sign bills of accommodation for some of his friends, 
which he was afterwards obliged to pay, in order to do which he was obliged 
to deprive himself of the revenues of his professorships, to sell his carriage and 
furniture, and to live for a time in a state bordering upon indigence. 
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ment of the principles which he had discovered. There is 
one thing which cannot fail to strike any one who will read 
the note at the foot of the page,—it is, the number of his 
works which are upon religious subjects. This principle was 
faithfully borne out in practice; and the infidel spirit which 
was let loose during the hurricane of the French revolution 
he has never allowed to enter the precincts of the ‘ Institu- 
tion for the instruction of the deaf and dumb.” 

At present these establishments for educating the deaf and 
dumb and blind, are spread over all Europe, and some excel- 
lent ones have taken root in America. The course of instruc- 
tion is generally far more extensive than persons unacquainted 
with the matter would imagine. There is a very excellent 
institution of the kind at Rome, where almost every branch 
of science is taught, and we know a gentleman who was pre- 
sent and saw a sermon preached to its pupils. At the con- 
clusion they all told their prayers upon their hands, appa- 
rently with great piety. An humble priest, like the Abbé 
Sicard, has established a house of this kind at Genoa, where 
there are at present about sixty inmates, and nearly as many 
extern pupils. His name is Assarotti. Many of the child- 
ren under his care are intimately acquainted with the Italian, 
French, English, Spanish, and German languages; so that 
they are not only able to read but to write in them, with ease 
and correctness. There are several institutions for the same 
charitable purpose in France, Belgium, and the other nations 
of the continent. They are all conducted nearly on the same 
plan. The boys who are found deficient in literary talent 
are instructed in those trades for which they manifest an in- 
clination, and in which it is thought they will be able to make 
the greatest proficiency. ‘There are amongst them printers, 
bookbinders, shoemakers, carpenters, tailors; and the females 
are instructed in needle-work and embroidery. There are 
also to be found in these schools several who have attained 
to eminence in the liberal arts ; there are in them excellent 
painters, engravers in wood and copper, scriveners, draughts- 
men, engineers, and designers. 

The institutions, then, for the “ instruction of the blind 
and the deaf and dumb,” are Catholic in their origin and 
- Catholic in their progress and development. It is a shame 
for the Catholic priests and people of Ireland not to have an 
establishment of this kind on an extensive scale, where those 
who are afflicted with the loss of any of their senses might be 
instructed in science as well as in religion. We have asylu m 
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for the guilty and the fallen, why have we not even one for 
the little innocents who, being deprived of their faculties, are 
much less able to buffet their way through this harsh world ? 
Consider, too, the great temptations to which the parents of 
these children are exposed. They are told that there are 
houses open for them where they will be fed, clothed, in- 
structed, and put to some useful trade or employment, if ‘they 
will only send them. There is not a word said about the 
poor soul, which, in such a case, is only awakened in order 
to be led astray from the faith of its ancestors and of its 
country. This work of enlightened benevolence should not 
be any longer neglected; such an engine of mischief should 
not be allowed to remain in the hands of our enemies. The 
want of such an institution says but little for either our zeal, 

our science, or for our benevolence. Even to pass over those 
higher points of view, in which undoubtedly it ought to be 
primarily regarded, an institution for the blind and the deaf 
and dumb would be a curious and interesting object to the 
philosopher. It would, @ priori, appear to be an impossi- 
bility to arouse the spirit in a person who had no sense but 
that of touch left, and to make it capable of communicating 
with its fellow-beings ; ; and yet we see how triumphantly this 
has been accomplished. Still it is a problem which is yet to 
be solved, whether it be possible to communicate to a person 
in this situation any abstract or purely metaphysical concep- 
tions. The philosophers of the Dugald Stuart school have 
long since pronounced any attempt of this kind to be a down- 
right absurdity; and we confess that, at first sight, we would 
be inclined to agree with them. But, when those who have 
been deprived of four out of the five senses, who have neither 
sight, hearing, taste, nor smell ; who can only feel the harsh 
touch of a world, whose light, and melody, and sweetness, has 
been withrawn from them for ever ; whd are apparently placed 
far beneath the instincts of the brute creation, can be elevated 
to the rank of thinking and sensible beings; who can receive, 
increase, and communicate knowledge, we dare not say that 
the progressive triumph of benevolent genius may not enable 
the soul to look through the natural even into the super- 
natural world. 

It has pleased the Almighty that such instances of entire 
bereavement should be of rare occurrence, and for the most 
part the calamity does not extend beyond one sense; and, as 
a sort of recompense, the other four are generally more per- 
fect than in the rest of mankind, and are even employed to 
collect that information which ordinarily comes through the 
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organ that is wanting. Thus the boy Mitchell used the 
sense of smell to supply the place of sight, in ascertaining 
the presence of strangers; and he also distinguished objects 
from one another,—an office which is usually performed by 
the. eyes,—by tasting them, if that were possible, or, if it 
were not, by touching them with his hands, or even with his 
tongue, to ascertain their different degrees of hardness. In 
a perfectly organized man, the senses of taste and smell are 
almost always used for animal, scarcely ever for intellectual, 
purposes. In a person who has his other senses, the loss of 
these, too, is a great animal, but a very small, if any, mental 
privation. Even the sense of touch, although it extend over 
the entire body, is scarcely ever used for intellectual purposes 
by those who have all their organs perfect, except as an 
auxiliary of sight and hearing. Yet these three senses are 
capable of supplying, as we have seen, in certain cases the 
place of sight, which is naturally the highest intellectual 
organ, and even of acquiring some information which is de- 
rived from the ear. ‘Thus we strike a coin upon a hard sub- 
stance, to ascertain the quality of its metal by the sound 
which it makes. This knowledge deaf persons acquire, in 
most instances, by the peculiar idieey of the sense of touch. 
But the chief and most interesting enquiry is, to ascertain 
how far the senses of sight and hearing can supply each 
other—that is, how far the ideas of sight can be acquired by 
the ear, and the ideas of sound by the eye. 

There is, of course, no question about the ideas of pleasure, 
pain, power, existence, and unity, because these, notwith- 
standing the superlative refinements of some moderns, calling 
themselves philosophers, who would allow no two of the 
senses to be conversant with the same idea, most certainly 
do “convey themselves to the mind by all the ways of sen- 
sation and reflection.”"* We also get the ideas of space, ex- 
tension, figure, rest, and motion, by the eye as well as by the 
touch ; and by the latter alone the perceptions of heat, cold, 
and solidity. But light and colours can come only through 
the eyes, and music and sound only through the ears, when 
we speak of the impressions which are made upon the mind 
by the actual presence of the material objects. If we shut 
our eyes at noon-day, we can have no idea of light from any 
actual impression made at that moment upon us, because the 
only organ through which such a perception can enter the mind 





* Locke. 
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is closed against it. When, however, we are in utter darkness, 
and when the stillness of death reigns around us, we can 
recall the ideas of both light and sound; nay we can, 
by the abstraction of the mind, behold a light far more glo- 
rious than any that ever shone on this dim world; and listen 
to the music of the seraphs as they sing the eternal halle- 
lujah before the throne of the omnipotent God. But it is 
evident that the light which we behold in darkness, is but 
the memory of the light which actually shone upon our eyes ; 
and that the glory of heaven, and the song of the angels, are 
abstractions which are wholly derived from the actual ideas 
of light and sound. If we had never seen or heard, could we 
have any such ideas at all? If, on the other hand, those who 
have never received any impression of vision from the cyes, 
or of sound from the ears, can have no ideas of light or 
sound, how can they talk as correctly or consistently, and as 
truly to nature, of such objects, as those who have derived 
their ideas of them from their proper organs? How can 
any one who has not the ideas of light and sound write 
poetry? For without the latter they can have no idea of 
harmony; and it is from the former that the imagination 
draws all its best illustrations, and all its finest perceptions 
of the beautiful. Thus the Princess of France says, 


‘My beauty, though but mean, 
Needs not the pointed flourish of your praise; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 
Not uttered by base sale of chapmen’s tongues.” 


That the imagination draws its chief images from the eyes, 
the same poet thus testifies, in the Midsummer Night’s Dream: 
“ The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven, 
And as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to shape, and gives to airy nothings 
A local habitation and a name.” 


That all poets have derived almost all their illustrations 
from visible objects, requires no proof, as any one who will 
open their works will find this assertion verified in every page. 
A thousand instances crowd upon our memory; but we re- 
sist the temptation of transcribing any of them, as this truth 
is abundantly illustrated by the writings of the blind poetess 
herself, from whose beautiful verses we have too long detained 
the reader. Who will believe that the writer of the follow- 
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ing beautiful lines has no idea of light? We have marked 
in italics the images which are taken from light and colours : 


Tue First Frienp. 


The priceless gifts of the soul were his; 
And fame, whose early light 
In darkness rose as the stars arise 
From the silent depths of night. 
And his upward course was brightly calm, 
For his glory grew like the fadeless palm; 
It felt no blight and it feared no blast, 
But stood in its greenness to the last. 


Yet ever around his spirit hung 
A shadow like a spell, 
And his eye grew weary of looking long 
For a place remembered well. 
Though many a bright one met his gaze 
In minster’s gloom or in banquet’s blaze, 
Yet none could waken again the glow 
That gladdened the pilgrim long ago. 
For once in the cold world’s careless crowd, 
When hope was faint and dim, 
Like a sunbeam bright through the wintry cloud, 
A young face smiled on him ! 
That moment seemed as if night were past, 
And the day of his life had dawned at last ; 
And the strength of his soul returned again, 
As rivers rise in the mountain rain. 


Oh! never again could time or toil 

The wanderer tire or chill, 
For he kept the light of that blessed smile 

The star of his desert still: 
And now he had reached the pleasant streams, 
But they took their hue from its guenchless beams, 
For many shone on his after lot, 
But that was the only unforgot. 


The winter’s passed and the summer’s come 
And his fortune’s frowns were o’er; 

For he wore the fadeless wreathe of fame : 
But he saw that face no more! 

The sunny shore and the stormy sea, 

The cities throng’d and the woodlands free, 

All, all he sought, but he sought in vain, 

For it never smiled on him again. 


Oh ! did the grove in its quiet close 
O’er the flower he loved so long, 
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Whose nameless memory ever rose 

On the breath of his sweetest song. 
Ah! many a lyre the laurel wreathes 
That but of the withered myrtle breathes, 
And the sweetest incense ever shed 
Hath been an offering to the dead. 


Silent and swift his years sped on, 
And they bore his youth away; 
But the vision lingered still that shone 
So bright on his early day,— 
For roses fade when the summer flies, 
But the rose of the canvas never dies. 
And thus when his summer days were gone, 
The rose of his memory still bloomed on. 


Oh! well that he had not seen it fade, 

Or change as the living changed; 
But blooming ever through sun and shade, 

In its beauty unestranged ! 
There fell no blight on its tearless youth, 
There came no stain on his spirit’s truth ; 
For he sought that friend on the earth no more, 
But turned his gaze to a brighter shore. 


We will not trouble the reader by marking any more of the 
poetry, as, after his attention has been directed to the matter, 
he cannot fail to observe it himself. The following poem is 
perfect in diction and versification, as well as in truth, sim- 
plicity, and beauty :— 


Tue Partine GIFts. 


*Twas early spring, and the violets’ scent 
The winds from the woodlands bore, 
Where stood a youth, on far travel bent, 
At a lonely cottage door. 

His best beloved stood with him there: 
One was a sister young and fair, 

With eyes of azure and golden hair, 

And the rose-bud’s early bloom ; 

The other had locks like raven wings, 

And her dark eye show’d thought’s deeper springs; 
For she seem’d as if born for higher things 
Than a peasant’s hearth or tomb: 

But dearer far to that youth was she 

Than sister, country, or home could be. 
And yet he went, for their lonely lot 

Was darkened by fortune’s frown, 

That brings a blight on the peasant’s cot 
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As well as the monarch’s crown : 

But ere they parted, that dark-eyed maid 
Gave from her brow one raven braid,— 
Ah! long had the peasant lover prayed 
For that shining tress in vain! 

But it was given freely now 

As the golden curl from his sister’s brow, 
With many a blessing and many a vow, 
And the hope to meet again. 

So he turned away from the cottage door, 
With tears he went—but he came no more! 


Long years had passed; and the northern light 
In its starry splendour shone 

On a stately chamber, hush’d and bright, 
Where an old man sat alone,— 

He sat alone by a silent hearth, 

That knew no music of household mirth. 

And far from the country of his birth 

Was the wanderer’s dwelling now : 

His eyes were dim, and his locks were gray,— 
Yet oft would his lonely visions stray 

To a woodland cottage far away, 

And a maiden’s whispered vow ; 

For the boy who had left his home with tears, 
Was the same with that man of care and years. 


Oh, bright did the star of his fortune beam 
In a far and stranger clime ; 

But he lost the light of his early dream, 

And the flowers of his summer time ! 

He had stood in the sceptre’s shade of power, 
He had shone in the senate’s thoughtful hour : 
Through the battle-field and the festive bower, 
The path of his fame had past : 

But age was with him, and nought remained 
Of all that his toil and years had gained, 

To which he turned with a love unfeigned 
And changeless to the last— 

Save the golden curl and the raven braid, 
And the looks from memory ne’er to fade. 


How fondly still were the tokens saved 

Of that early parting scene, 

When the grass was long, and the wild weeds waved, 
Where the cottage hearth had been,— 

And the light of the golden locks was low— 

For the dust had covered them long ago! 

And the queen of his early joy or woe— 
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Her fortunes too were changed ; 

For she kept youth’s pledge to woman grown, 
And a more than regal wreathe put on,— 
But the dark hair’s glory long was gone, 

And the lovers far estranged :— 

Yet time brought neither snow nor shade 

On the golden curl and the raven braid ! 


And now, as the old man gazed on them, 

How the tide of time rolled back, 

Till the years of his youth before him came, 
Like a green untrodden track ! 

The hope that was then his only store, 

And the love that had been his early lore, 

And the home that should smile for him no more, 
To his weary heart returned ! 

Ambition’s dream had been more than crowned, 
And his age a fairer home had found; 

But the light of the love that had shone around 
His youth he missed and mourned: — 

And pomp looked pale in the mystic shade 

Of the golden curl and the raven braid ! 


Ah! well might the Persian vizier prize 
‘The weeds of his shepherd years, 

That brought again to his aged eyes 

The dew of his childhood’s tears ! 

And thus had that old man prized and kept 
The tokens frail of the love that slept 

Too long, till time had darkly swept 

Its fairest flowers away ! 

By strangers laid at length to rest, 

Strange hands arranged upon his breast 
The locks his dying fingers prest 

When their clasp was turned to clay:— 
But they knew not the wealth of affection laid 
With the golden curl and the raven braid. 


The little poem which follows, entitled The Picture of the 
Dead, is exquisite. However, we must pass it over, in order 
to be able to illustrate a peculiarity of Miss Brown’s poetry 
which evidently arises from her blindness. The reader of 
this volume cannot fail to be struck by the frequent allusion 
which is made to the “music of streams.” The image 
occurs in almost every possible variety in these little poems. 
This is an idea which she has not picked up second-hand 
from others, but which she has immediately derived from the 
impressions made upon her own senses; and hence we should 
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expect her to cherish it with peculiar fondness, Here is a_ 
whole poem devoted to this subject : 


STREAMS, 


Ye only minstrels of the earth— 
Whose mighty voices woke 
The echoes of its infant woods 
Ere yet the tempests spoke! 
How is it that ye waken still 
The young heart’s happy dreams; 
And shed your light on darkened eyes, 
O bright and blessed streams? 


Woe for the world!—she hath grown old 
And gray in toil and tears; 
But ye have kept their harmonies 
Of her unfallen years. 
For ever in our weary path, 
Your ceaseless music seems 
The spirit of her perished youth, 
Ye glad and glorious streams! 





Your murmurs bring the pleasant breath 
Of many a sylvan scene,— 

They tell of sweet and sunny vales, 
And woodlands wildly green. 

Ye cheer the lonely heart of age,— 
Ye fill the exile’s dreams 

With hope, and home, and memory,— 
Ye unforgotten streams! 


Too soon the blessed springs of love 
To bitter fountains turn, 

And deserts drink the stream that flows 
From hope’s exhaustless urn ; 

And faint upon the waves of life 
May fall the summer beams; 

But they linger long and bright with you, 
Ye sweet unchanging streams. 


The bards—the ancient bards—who sang 
When thought and song were new; 

O, mighty waters, did they learn 
Their minstrelsy from you? 

For still methinks your voices blend 
With all their glorious themes, 

That flow for ever, fresh and free, 
As the eternal streams! 
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Well might the sainted seer of old 
Who trod the tearless shore, 

Like many waters deem the voice 
The angel hosts adore! 

For still where deep the rivers roll, 
Or far the torrent gleams, 

Our spirits hear the voice of God 
Amid the rush of streams. 


We have marked in italics the touching allusion of the 
authoress to her blindness. In the “ Bard’s Farewell,” the 
last poem in the volume, she again speaks of it thus ;— 


Farewell! some mightier hand may strike 
Thy chords to prouder themes, 

Yet not to waken memories like 
To mine of all the dreams 

That o’er my darkened path have shed 
A briefly glorious light, 

Like wandering stars that wildly sped 
Across the gloom of night. 


In the next verse we have again the image drawn from 
streams, and another characteristic of Miss Brown’s poems, 
which is evidently occasioned also by her bereavement. 


Oh! bright amid those early dreams 
One glorious vision shone; 

A land of brighter flowers and streams 
Than earth had ever known: 

Where song gushed forth from golden wires, 
Like some deep river’s flow; 

But-—all unlike our earthly lyres— 
They had no tones of woe. 


My young, my beautiful were there, 
The loved of other years, 

With locks unblanched by time or care, 
And eyes that knew no tears; 

Their youth had left me for the gloom 
Of death’s eternal shade, 

But in that land of changeless bloom 
I knew it could not fade! 


Oh! oft amid the mist of night 
That glorious land arose, 

But ever nearer to my sight 
As life drew near its close! 
And now upon the midnight air 

I hear its music swell— 
A sweeter harp awaits me there, 
My lonely lyre—farewell! 
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The peculiarity to which we allude is the settled melan- 
choly which pervades all Miss Brown’s compositions. We 
do not recollect one that is not of this character; and un- 
doubtedly this is a defect, as it gives a tone of monotony to 
the volume. Every one must, however, see how perfectly 
natural it is that she should be of this cast of mind, and that 
she should look forward with more than ordinary desire to 
that country where the eyes of the blind will be opened, 
and the brightness of God will shine on them for ever. This 
is finely expressed in her poem on “ The Hope of the Resur- 
rection.” 

Thy voice hath filled our forest shades, 
Child of the sunless shore! 

For never heard the ancient glades 
Such wondrous words before. 

Though bards our land of palms have filled 
With tales of joy or dread, 

Yet thou alone our souls hast thrilled 
With tidings of the dead. 


The men of old, who slept in death 
Before the forests grew, 

Whose glory faded here beneath 
While yet the hills were new; 

The warriors famed in battles o’er 
Of whom our fathers spake; 

The wise, whose wisdom shines no more, 
Stranger, will they awake? 


The foes who fell in thousand fights 
Beneath my conquering brand, 

Whose bones have strewn the Caffres heights, 
The Bushman’s lonely land; 

The young who shared my warrior way, 
But found an early urn; 

And the roses of my youth’s bright day— 
Stranger, will they return? 

My mother’s face was fair to see, 
My father’s glance was bright, 

But long ago the grave from me 
Hath hid their blessed light ; 

Still sweeter was the sunshine shed 
By my lost children’s eyes, 

That beam upon me from the dead, 
Stranger, will they arise ? 

Was it some green grove’s early guest, 
Who loved thee long and well, 











1844, ] Miss Brown, the Blind Poetess. 553 


That left the land of dreamless rest, 
Such blessed truths to tell ? 

For we have had our wise ones too, 
Who feared not death’s abyss ; 

The strong in hope, in love the true, 
But none that dreamed of this! 


Yet if the grave restore to life 
Her ransomed spoils again, 

And even hide the toil and strife 
That died with wayward men: 
How hath my spirit missed the star, 
That guides our steps above, 
Since only earth was given to war, 

That better land to love. 


Miss Brown is also a patriot; she evidently loves Erin, the 
land of song and of minstrelsy. She sympathises deeply with 
the poor exiles, whom hard necessity obliges to abandon the 
home of their fathers, and seck a foreign clime, where they 
may earn the daily bread which is refused them at home. 
She has expressed this feeling—which is so well worthy of 
her gentle and tender heart—in several exquisite poems. 
The following is one of them :— 


THE EMIGRANT’S REQUEST. 


O friends! dear friends! if a thought remain, 
Of our childhood’s vanished day, 

When the joy of the summer comes again, 
And my steps are far away: 

Some gentle drops from the founts that flow 
So sweet in the sultry hours, 

Like an ‘offering poured to the past bestow 
On my lonely garden flowers! 


The flowers I have left and loved so well— 
For their early blossoms wore 

The hues that still in my memory dwell— 
But they bloom for me no more! 

My home is far in a brighter clime, 
Where the southern blooms expand, 

But my heart grows sad in the summer time 
For the flowers of its native land! 


The holy haunts of my childhood’s love, 
And its joy were still with them, 

When my dearest wealth was the forest dove, 
Or the violet’s purple gem. 
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How fast the heart’s young myrtles grew!— 
Yet their bloom was brightly fleet; 

For it changed to the cypress’ sombre hue— 
But the flowers were ever sweet! 


O, friends! you may watch the wild bird’s wing, 
When it seeks the ocean track ; 
But await the breath of the coming spring, 
It will waft the wanderer back: 
But where is the spring time that can give, 
My voice to your distant bowers ?— 
Oh! then let my lingering memory live 
In the breath of those home-born flowers! 

We shall quote one or two more of those sweet little 
pieces, which are both music and poetry, at the end of this 
notice; but the specimens which we have already given are 
quite sufficient to convey a very high impression of Miss 
Brown’s poetic powers, as well as to prove that the charac- 
teristics of her muse are those which we should expect in one 
deprived of the sense of vision. It is our duty now to look 
to her longer poems, and we could really wish that this task 
were not imposed upon us. The title of her book mentions 
decidedly the two worst as well as the two longest poems in 
the collection. We by no means wish to imply that they are 
devoid of merit, especially ‘“ The Star of Attéghéi ;” but that 
they are not to be at all compared in vigour or originality to 
the smaller poems. The story of the first poem, which is 
called “ The Star of Attéghéi,” whatever the newspapers to 
which Miss Brown refers may say on the subject, is a very 
old one. A Circassian marries a Christian, and an Irish- 
woman, who is killed by lightning, leaving behind her one 
daughter. She grows up as all heroines ought—a very ro- 
mantic and, we should add, obstinate young lady. The 
father is in the interest of the Russians, and she is a patriot. 
A distinguished Russian comes to her father’s, falls in love 
with her, and her father tells her that she must marry him, 
and that it is a fine day which offers her so excellent a husband. 
She thinks differently, and makes a midnight flitting with a 
young Pole, who was attached to the train of the Russian. 
They join the ranks of the patriot Circassians, and she, the 
Star of Attéghéi, is at length slain by the very Russian who 
came to woo but not to win her. The main incident of this 
tale occurs in the twelfth book of the Jerusalem Delivered, 
where Tancred kills Clorinda, with whom he was in love 
under the very same circumstances, As for the previous 
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part of the story, it is very like Zara, except that the lady is 
made the warrior in Miss Brown's tale. There are also 
some expressions in it which are scarcely justifiable, such as, 
page 9,— 
**O lovely are the mountain maids, 
With starry eyes and gleaming hair.” 
Again, page 39,— 
. but the grave 
Closed o’er her early bright and brave, 
And she became a Cossack’s slave.” 
If it were not for the last line, we would think that it was 
the lady herself who died; for to express the death of her 
lover by “ the grave closed o'er her early bright and brave,” 
is, to say the least, unintelligible. 

In page 45, the expression, ‘ And from its mass a bright- 
ness fell,” meaning the mass of a siar, is neither poetical nor 
correct. 

There are a few other difficult and questionable metaphors 
in this poem which we omit, as those which we have pointed 
out may serve to warn Miss Brown to be cautious, even in 
these lesser matters. But we have graver charges against 
this tale. First, we do not like the story, and it is not ori- 
ginal; secondly, the scenery and incidents are not peculiar 
to Circassia; thirdly, the metre, although it has been used 
by some of the greatest of the modern poets, is fit for nothing 
higher than burlesque. It is deciedly the worst metre in the 
language for such a tale as Miss Brown’s. It is almost im- 
possible to impart to it any degree of vigour, and hence Miss 
Brown’s poem, although there are in it many redeeming pas- 
sages, is on the whole weak, and wants the fire which is 
necessary to give life and animation to such scenes as she 
describes. There is nothing affecting in this poem; even 
the dialogue between the lovers, on the eve of the battle in 
which they are slain, is quite devoid of tenderness and even 
of interest. It does not make the “big tear tremble in 
our eyes,” like some of the sweet little poems at the end 
of the volume. Yet, with all these faults, the “Star of 
Attéghéi” is by far the best poem which has been published 
for some time. It is perfectly wonderful when we consider 
that it is the production of a self-taught blind girl of twenty- 
eight. Indeed we should never have thought of criticising it 
as we have done, if we had not been rendered fastidious by 
the great beauty of the poems at the end of the volume. 
We extract a portion from the beginning and also roy the 

3 
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end of this poem, as giving a tolerably fair specimen of it, 
and also as illustrating the observations which we made on 
the peculiarities of Miss Brown's poetry. Before doing so, 
we beg to warn her to be cautious in allowing her admiration 
of some modern poets to lead her into a too servile copying 
of their metres, especially when it is of that ranting kind 
which is adopted in the “Star of Attéghéi.” She should 
also recollect that it is a most perilous experiment to have 
even the semblance of telling the same tale as the illustrious 
author of the Jerusalem Delivered. It will suggest compari- 
sons, and all comparisons are odious. Again, ever since 
Hector and Andromache thought fit to hold a conversation 
before the hero went to the battle, which conversation one 
Homer, who must have been hid behind the curtains, has 
thought fit to publish, all future lovers have considered them- 
selves obliged, in similar circumstances, to hold similar dia- 
logues, which some eaves-dropping poet has managed to pick 
up and give to the world. Their “last speeches and dying 
declarations” have been generally received with but small 
favour. Byron has certainly succeeded, and even improved 
upon the original, in the peerless scene in which he depicts 


the “ parting of Conrad and Medora.” But it certainly does 
not diminish the difficulty of all future imitators, that they 
have not only to tread in the steps of the great father of 
song, but in those also of 


* The grand Napoleon of the realms of Rythm,” 


in one of the most successful and brilliant efforts of his 
gigantic mind. It is no slur on Miss Brown’s genius that 
she did not succeed where there were two such illustrious 
competitors; but it is a slur upon her judgment that she 
entered the field with them at all. We are sure that she had 
not the least idea of rivalling either Homer or Byron ; per- 
haps she did not, whilst writing the parting scene of her hero 
and heroine, on the eve of the battle, even recollect that 
either of them had written on precisely the same subject 
before her. On this hypothesis, which we believe to be true, 
we will found the last word of warning which we intend to 
address to Miss Brown, and we hope that she will receive it 
in the same kindly spirit in which we assure her it is given. 
Every one who reads much is liable to pick up the ideas of 
others, without having the least intention of doing so, and to 
appropriate them to himself, quite unconscious that they are 
not his own property. Miss Brown’s calamity renders her 
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peculiarly liable to this, for she must pick up her ideas of 
visual objects primarily from the writings or conversation of 
others. We do not say that she has done so to a greater 
extent than any other modern writer. On the contrary, in 
her minor poems more especially, she has shown that she can 
think for herself, even on objects of sight. Our wonder and 
admiration is increased every time we cast our eyes on the 
bright and sparkling little gems at the end of the volume. 
The following are the extracts which we promised from the 
“ Star of Attéghéi” :— 

Muse of my country ! if thy smile 

May beam on tuneless harps like mine— 

As o’er our darkest homes the while, 

Some gleams of early glory shine. 

I ask not for the bays that shed 

Their greenness o’er thy glorious dead, 

Their grace is for a nobler brow ; 

But breathe upon my spirit now 

The freshness of the garland worn 

By him thy last and brightest born, 

When first he struck his harp to sing, 

The lay of Tara’s breaking string ! 

For mine is but a broken chord ; 

And if it breathe of distant lands, 

It is that Erin’s fame is poured 

In loftier strains by mightier hands : 

A thousand bards have sung the shore— 

But none have ever loved it more: 

Though not to souls like mine belong, 

The glorious heritage of song ; 

Yet if my hand have power to wake 

The theme which mightier hands forsake ; 

Muse of my country’s song, inspire 

At once the minstrel and the lyre!—p. 2-3. 


My song hath been more sad than sweet ; 
But now the strain hath reached its close, 
Muse of my country ! at thy feet 

I leave the lyre—to thee it owes 

At least its sorrow ~if no more 

Of thine hath touched its tuneless strings; 
But wouldst thou wake upon our shore, 
Some harp like those that spoke of yore, 
Beside the fairy-haunted springs.— 

Its voice like freedom’s trumpet tone, 
Might sound in Europe’s startled ear— 
To summon freedom’s soldiers on 
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Yet if there be no sword to save, 

Nor bard to sing, nor heart to hear— 
Strength to thine own bright shield and spear. 
Land of the Attéghéi ! thou bearest 

A banner of that verdant hue 

Which to my country’s hills is dearest; 
And it may be that in thee too 

Are found such brave and gifted hearts 
As her’s:—but better fortune smile 

On them than ever blessed the isle! 
And thus an humble minstrel parts 
From a proud theme :—but as the song 
Is feeble may the prayer be strong !” 


Every one must admire the ardent love which the blind 
poetess bears to her own beautiful country—a beauty which, 
alas! “her darkened orbs may never see ;” but she can 
hear and turn into sweetest melody the music of the stream, 
as it sweeps on to the embraces of ocean. Her sympathy, 
too, with the chivalrous Circassians, who have so long,—and 
hitherto so successfully,—resisted the gigantic power of 
Russia, is well worthy of her gentle heart. Even now, whilst 
the tyrant of the North is gathering his might and girding 
on his armour to crush, perhaps the song of the blind min- 
strel may arouse some mighty arm to defend their freedom. 
We must now hasten to the conclusion of this protracted 
notice. The following poem at once strengthens our admira- 
tion of the poetess, and confirms what we have said concern- 
ing the characteristics of her poetry : 


THE FOUNT OF SONG. 


Where flows the fount whose living streams 
Are heard in every clime— 

Whose voice hath mingled with the dreams 
Of far departed time ? 

Is it where Grecian fanes lie hid 
Among the olives dim, 

Or the Nile beside the pyramid, 
Sends up its ceaseless hymn? 


Alas, by old Castalian wave 
The muses meet no more, 

Nor breaks from Delphi’s mystic cave 
The prophet voice of yore: 

Old Egypt’s river hath forgot, 
The Theban glory gone; 

And the land of Homer knows him not,— 
Yet still that fount flows on! 
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The sacred fount of song, whose source 
Is in the poet’s soul, 

Though living laurels crown its course 
All-glorious to the goal; 

Yet who can tell what desert part 
Its earliest springing nursed ?— 

As from the glacier’s icy heart 
The mightiest rivers burst! 


Perchance the wind that woke the lyre 
Was but a blighting blast 

That sear’d with more than tempest’s ire 
The verdure where it passed. 

Perchance the fire that seemed divine 
On ruined altars shone, 

Or glowed, like that Athenian shrine, 
For deity unknown. 


It is not fame, with all her spells, 
Could wake the spirit’s springs, 

Or call the music forth that dwells 
Amid its hidden strings: 

For evermore, through sun and cloud, 
To the first fountain true, 

It flows—but oh! ye soulless crowd, 
It never sprang for you! 


The wild bird sings in forest far, 
Where foot may never be; 

The eagle meets the morning star, 
Where none his path may see. 

So many a gifted heart hath kept 
Its treasures unrevealed,— 

A spring whose depth in silence slept, 
A fount for ever sealed! 


Woe for the silent oracles 
That went with all their lore! 
For the world’s early wasted wells, 
Whose waters flow no more! 
Yet one remains no winter’s wrath 
Can bind, or summer dry; 
For, like our own, its onward path 
Is to eternity. 
We have here the peculiarities of Miss Brown’s muse—her 
love of streams, and her yearning after a world of light. We 
have also marked in italics her allusions to her own bereave- 
ment, and a conjecture that from this sad calamity might 
have arisen—as we hinted in the beginning of this article— 
her gift of song. 
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We give this little volume a hearty welcome, and although 
it is a little melancholy in its tone, we recommend it most 
strongly and earnestly to all our readers. They will find in 
it nothing offensive—nothing but what will call forth the 
purest and holiest feelings of the heart. It will be found a 
very delightful companion during the long winter evenings. 
Nothing has appeared for a considerable period which has 
more gratified us than Miss Brown’s short poems. The 
thoughts are bright and sparkling—the diction is pure, and 
the metre is most musical. We honour her not more for her 
genius than for the warm and patriotic feelings of her 
generous Irish heart. She is one, of whom, considering every- 
thing, her country ought to be proud. Now that she has 
overcome those difficulties which would appear to have shut 
her out for ever from the bright realms of poesy, her cala- 
mity may give stronger wings to her fancy, on which she 
can rise into brighter worlds than ever mortal eyes looked 
upon. And we, therefore, expect that her next volume, which 
we hope will not be long delayed, will establish her place 
amongst the most gifted children of song. 








Art. X.—The Chimes : a Goblin Story. By Charles Dickens. 


W E are happy to welcome another delightful tale from 
Mr. Dickens; combining genuine amusement for Christ- 
mas with deep and thoughtful instruction for this and each 
succeeding new year. We prefer it to the Christmas Caral: 
like that, it is a vision, but of a more condensed and earnest 
character. Not contented with exciting the warm sympathies 
of feeling, Mr. Dickens has here tried in earnest to direct 
them so as best to serve the poor,—the objects of his unfail- 
ing love : every species of cant, worldly-mindedness, and affec- 
tation of humanity, and all the mere talk, which has so often 
made the heart to sink and the hope to flag, are here keenly 
exposed. Dickens has set a mark upon them—he has arrested 
them in their vague forms, as they change and reappear, form- 
ing daily fresh combinations of self-interest, and worldly 
pride; and has fixed them in such vivid portraits, that they 
will not easily be again mistaken. 
Here in one scene we find these social grievances in their 
most ordinary forms,—those of the mere political economist, 
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and of the justice—shall we call him so?—let him describe 
himself : 


‘“‘ Famous man for the common people, Alderman Cute! Never 
out of temper with them! easy, affable, joking, knowing gentleman! 

“¢ You see, my friend,’ pursued the Alderman, ‘there’s a great 
deal of nonsense talked about Want—‘ hard up,’ you know: that’s 
the phrase, isn’t it? ha! ha! ha!—and I intend to Put it Down. 
There’s a certain amount of cant in vogue about Starvation, and I 
mean to Put it Down. That’s all! Lord bless you,’ said the alder- 
man, turning to his friends again, ‘you may Put Down anything 
among this sort of people, if you only know the way to set about it!’ 

*'Trotty took Meg’s hand and drew it through his arm. He did 
n’t seem to know what he was doing though. 

“¢ Your daughter, eh?’ said the Alderman, chucking her fami- 
liarly under the chin. 

“ Always affable with the working classes, Alderman Cute! Knew 
what pleased them! Not a bit of pride! 

‘*¢Where’s her mother?’ asked that worthy gentleman. 

“¢ Dead,’ said Toby. ‘ Her mother got up linen; and was called 
to Heaven when she was born.’ 

«Not to get up linen there, I suppose,’ remarked the Alderman 
pleasantly. 

“ Toby might or might not have been able to separate his wife 
in Heaven from her old pursuits. But query: If Mrs. Alderman 
Cute had gone to Heaven, would Mr. Alderman Cute have pictured 
her as holding any state or station there? 

**¢ And you’re making love to her, are you?’ said Cute to the 
young smith, 

“<« Yes,’ returned Richard quickly, for he was nettled by the 
question. ‘ And we are going to be married on New Year's Day.’ 

“«¢ What do you mean?’ cried Filer sharply. ‘ Married!’ 

“*¢ Why, yes, we’re thinking of it Master,’ said Richard. ‘ We're 
rather in a hurry you see, in case it should be Put Down first.’ 

“¢ Ah! cried Filer with a groan. ‘ Put that down indeed, Al- 
derman, and you'll do something. Married! Married!! The ignor- 
ance of the first principles of political economy on the part of these 
people; their improvidence; their wickedness; is, by Heavens! 
enough to—Now look at that couple, will you!’ 

“Well! They were worth looking at, And marriage seemed as 
reasonable and fair a deed as they need have in contemplation. 

«+ A man may live to be as old as Methusaleh,’ said Mr. Filer, 
‘and may labour all his life for the benefit of such people as those; 
and may heap up facts on figures, facts on figures, facts on figures, 
mountains high and dry; and he can no more hope to persuade ’em 
that they have no right or business to be married, than he can hope 
to persuade ’em that they have no earthly right or business to be 
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born. And that we know they haven’t. We reduced it toa ma- 
thematical certainty long ago.’ 

“ Alderman Cute was mightily diverted, and laid his right fore- 
finger on the side of his nose, as much as to say to both his friends, 
‘ Observe me, will you? Keep your eye on the practical man !— 
and called Meg to him. 

“Come here, my girl!’ said Alderman Cute. 

“ The young blood of her lover had been mounting, wrathfully, 
within the last few minutes ; and he was indisposed to let her come. 
But setting a constraint upon himself, he came forward with a stride 
as Meg approached, and stood beside her. Trotty kept her hand 
within his arm still, but looked from face to face as wildly as a 
sleeper in a dream. 

“¢ Now I’m going to give you a word or two of good advice, my 
girl,’ said the Alderman, in his nice easy way. ‘It’s my place to 
give advice, you know, because I’m a justice. You know I’m a 
justice, don’t you?” 

“ Meg timidly said, ‘ Yes.’ But everybody knew Alderman Cute 
was a justice! Ob dear, so active a justice always! Who such a 
mote of brightness in the public eye, as Cute? 

“«« You are going to be married, you say,’ pursued the Alderman. 
‘Very unbecoming and indelicate in one of your sex! But never 
mind that. After you are married, you will quarrel with your hus- 
band, and come to be a distressed wife. You may think not: but 
you will, because I tell youso. Now I give you fair warning, that 
I have made up my mind to Put distressed wives Down. So don’t 
be brought before me. You'll have children—boys. Those boys 
will grow up bad of course, and run wild in the streets, without 
shoes and stockings. Mind, my young friend! I'll convict ’em sum- 
marily, every one, for I am determined to Put boys without shoes 
and stockings, Down. Perhaps your husband will die young (most 
likely) and leave you with a baby. Then you'll be turned out of 
doors, and wander up and down the streets. Now don’t wander near 
me, my dear, for I am resolved to Put all wandering mothers Down. 
All young mothers, of all sorts and kinds, it’s my determination to 
Put Down. Don’t think to plead illness as an excuse with me; or 
babies as an excuse with me; for all sick persons and young child- 
ren (I hope you know the church-service, but I’m afraid not) Iam 
determined to Put Down. And if you attempt, desperately and 
ungratefully, and impiously, and fraudulently attempt, to drown 
yourself, or hang yourself, I’ll have no pity on you, for I have made 
up my mind to Put all suicide Down. If there is one thing,’ said 
the Alderman, with his self-satisfied smile, ‘on which I can be said 
to have made up my mind more than on another, it is to Put suicide 
Down. So don’t try it on. That’s the phrase, isn’t it? Ha, ha! 
now we understand each other.’”—pp. 39-44. 


Can anything be better than this?—this chuckling in the 
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sense of power,—revelling in it, making it minister to the 
secret hatred of poverty that lurks in the heart of the worldly 
man. And again, how different a form is assumed by pre- 
cisely the same love of power, the same lurking hatred, in the 
exquisite character of the Friend and Father : 


‘‘¢ Your only business, my good fellow,’ pursued Sir Joseph, look- 
ing abstractedly at Toby; ‘ your only business in life is with me. 
You needn’t trouble yourself to think about anything. I will think 
for you; I know what is good for you; I am your perpetual parent. 
Such is the dispensation of an all-wise Providence! Now, the design 
of your creation is : not that you should swill, and guzzle, and as- 
sociate your enjoyments, brutally, with food’—Toby thought re- 
morsefully of the tripe—‘ but that you should feel the Dignity of 
Labor; go forth erect into the cheerful morning air, and—and stop 
there. Live hard and temperately, be respectful, exercise your 
self-denial, bring up your family on next to nothing, pay your rent 
as regularly as the clock strikes, be punctual in your dealings (I set 
youa good example; you will find Mr. Fish, my confidential secre- 
tary, with a cash-box before him at all times); and you may trust 
me to be your friend and father.’ 

‘¢ ¢ Nice children, indeed, Sir Joseph!’ said the lady, with a shud- 
der. ‘ Rheumatisms, and fevers, and crooked legs, and asthmas, and 
all kinds of horrors!’ 

“** My lady,’ returned Sir Joseph, with solemnity, ‘ not the less 
am I the Poor Man’s Friendand Father. Not the less shall he re- 
ceive encouragement at my hands. Every quarter-day he will be 
put in communication with Mr. Fish. Every New-Year’s Day, 
myself and friends will drink his health. Once every year, myself 
and friends will address him with the deepest feeling. Once in his 
life, he may even perhaps receive; in public, in the presence of the 
gentry; A trifle from a friend. And when, upheld no more by 
these stimulants, and the Dignity of Labor, he sinks into his com- 
fortable grave, then my lady’—here Sir Joseph blew his nose—‘ I 
will be a Friend and Father—on the same terms—to his children.’” 
—pp. 59—61. 


It may be well believed that so keen an observer of the 
absurd, ee not passed over that popular and more specious 
form of condescending pride, which enables a rich man to 
rejoice in affording his poor neighbours that cheap cure for 
pining bodies and dejected hearts,—the beaming light of his 
countenance, his presence, his patronage. “ But there was 
more than this to happen. Even more than this: Sir Joseph 
Bowley, Baronet and member of parliament, was to play a 
match at skittles—real skittles—with his tenants.” 

There is a slight but forcible notice, also, of the lover of 
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the picturesque,—the ragged dilapidated picturesque ; it is 
chiefly conveyed in an illustration, but one which brings out 
the full moral of the story. The toil-worn labourer, his tools 
dropped from his hand, sits cowering, with dejected heart, 
upon the fallen timber before his wretched hut. He forms 
an admirable foreground; and a lady, sheltered from the 
summer shower by the umbrella which her footman holds, is 
tranquilly transferring the scene to her album; or, had it 
been to the pages of a novel—to give relief and contrast to 
the general polish—might not that have done as well? But 
to all these different errors, what theory has Dickens opposed ? 
None: for he has penetrated and deeply felt their great de- 
fect. It is want of heart, nakedly shewn in the unyielding 
system which could not be pursued where Jove existed. To 
do away with these systems, these theories, is our author's 
constant object. ‘That each case should be treated upon its 
own merits, every poor man according to his individual cha- 
racter and wants, is what he inculcates obviously and unceas- 
ingly; giving to the feelings, eccentricities, and even faults, 
of the poor man, as large a share of considerate indulgence 
as though he had met them in a country justice,—this is 
his system, and the true one. That generally pursued is, 
to class “‘the poor” together as a separate race, upon whom 
we speculate, experimentalize, and talk ; for whom we 
devise cunning rules and restrictions; and for whom it is 
fair to say we feel some compassion, not unmixed with 
anxiety ; but all upon a limited and distinct scale, allotting 
even justice in such measure as if their claim to it rested 
solely upon our own good nature, much as a kind-hearted 
landholder views his flocks and herds, unwilling to see them 
suffer, yet quite resolved to turn them to his own purposes ; 
pleased to see happiness, provided always that it be consistent 
with the main object of their being—which (it must never be 
lost sight of) is his advantage. And this is the best view 
of the question. The “ putters down” cannot enter into a 
discussion upon charity, even of the most imperfect nature. 
Now, all this godlike superiority does not become us—-we 
have no claim to it; our poorer brethren will not submit to 
it: and, while it continues to lurk in our hearts, the wisdom 
of Solomon could not devise a means for making the rich and 
poor to draw together with kindly harmony, as Christ willed 
them to do. It is not now our purpose to point out what 
would divest the heart of the rich man of pride, make him 
serve his poor brother as a brother, blend respect with his 
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compassion, indulgence with his consciousness of more culti- 
vated intellect, and, above all, give even-handedness to his 
justice, making him balance the scales, not as between one 
poor neighbour and another (even that, often carelessly 
enough), but as between them and himself, both in the sight 
of God. For such high truths this slight article is not the 
place ; and the more so as the author of whom we treat has 
never chosen to introduce them. We are inclined sometimes 
to regret this; for you cannot cultivate or long preserve sweet 
flowers, if the roots are not well laid. But we must always 
respect the unusual modesty which makes men, treating ad- 
mirably what they thoroughly know, decline to enter upon 
subjects to which they are less competent. If Mr. Dickens 
has not proclaimed religion as his principle, he at least speaks 
her language, and admirably serves her cause. To him the 
poor man is truly a familiar friend; thoroughly understood 
by him, and invested with qualities the most endearing. He 
has taken for the hero of his present story an old porter, 
Toby or Trotty Veck (to be sure what a collection of names 
might be made from his works), who is truly described as 
the simplest, hardest-working, childest-hearted man as ever 
drew the breath of life.” He is introduced beguiling his 
patient stand beside the churchyard with the following ob- 
servations : 


“¢Why! Lord!’ said Toby, ‘ The papers is full of obserwations 
as it is; and so’s the Parliament. Here’s last week’s paper, now; 
taking a very dirty one from his pocket, and holding it from him at 
arm’s length; ‘full of obserwations! Full of obserwations! I like 
to know the news as well as any man,’ said Toby, slowly; folding it 
a little smaller, and putting it in his pocket again ; ‘ but it almost 
goes against the grain with me to read a paper now. It frightens 
me, almost. I don’t know what we poor people are coming to. 
Lord send we may be coming to something better in the New Year 
nigh upon us!’ 

“¢ Why, father, father!’ said a pleasant voice, hard by. 

* But Toby, not hearing it, continued to trot backwards and for- 
wards : musing as he went, and talking to himself. 

“¢Tt seems as if we can’t go right, or do right, or be righted,’ 
said Toby. ‘I hadn’t much schooling, myself, when I was young; 
and I can’t make out whether we have any business on the face of 
the earth, or not. Sometimes I think we must have a little; and 
sometimes I think we must be intruding. I get so puzzled some- 
times that I am not even able to make up my mind whether there 
is any good at all in us, or whether we are born bad. We seem to 
do dreadful things; we seem to give a deal of trouble; we are al- 
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ways being complained of and guarded against. One way or an- 
other, we fill the papers. Talk of a New Year!’ said Toby, mourn- 
fully. ‘I can bear up as well as another man at most times; better 
than a good many, for I am as strong as a lion, and all men an’t; 
but supposing it should really be that we have no right to a New 
Year—supposing we really are intruding’ ”—pp. 16-17. 


These doleful musings are cut short; his pretty young 
daughter has come to put him in better humour with him- 
self, bringing a good dinner, and cheering him while he eats 
it by her bright eyes, and, at last, by a modest intimation 
that the fine young fellow who has long intended to be his 
son-in-law, considers now that an immediate marriage will be 
the best way of welcoming the new year. We think there 
cannot be a prettier scene than the old man’s introduction to 
his hot and savoury dinner : 


“¢ Why Pet,’ said Trotty. ‘“‘ What’s to do? I didn’t expect you 
to-day, Meg.’ 

“¢ Neither did I expect to come, father,’ cried the girl, nodding 
her head and smiling as she spoke. ‘But hereIam! And not 
alone; not alone!’ 

««¢ Why you don’t mean to say,’ observed Trotty, looking curi- 
ously at a covered basket which she carried in her hand, ‘ that 

ou 
ae Smell it, father dear,’ said Meg. ‘Only smell it!’ 

“ Trotty was going to lift up the cover at once, in a great hurry, 
when she gaily interposed her hand. 

“© «No, no, no,’ said Meg, with the glee of a child. ‘Lengthen 
it out a little. Let me just lift up the corner; just the lit-tle ti-ny 
cor-ner, you know,’ said Meg, suiting the action to the word with 
the utmost gentleness, and speaking very softly, as if she were afraid 
of being overheard by something inside the basket; ‘there. Now. 
What’s that?” 

“Toby took the shortest possible sniff at the edge of the basket, 
and cried out in a rapture : 

«Why, it’s hot!’ 

**<Tt’s burning hot!’ cried Meg. ‘ Ha, ha, ha! It’s scalding hot!’ 

“¢« Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Toby, with a sort of kick. ‘It’s scalding 
hot.’ 

“*But what is it, father? said Meg. ‘Come! You haven't 
guessed what it is. And you must guess what it is. I can’t think 
of taking it out, till you guess what it is. Don’t be in such a 
hurry! Wait a minute! <A little bit more of the cover. Now guess?’ 

“« Meg was ina perfect fright lest he should guess right too soon; 
shrinking away, as she held the basket towards him! curling up 
her pretty shoulders; stopping her ear with her hand, as if by so 
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doing she could keep the right word out of Toby’s lips; and 
laughing softly the whole time. 

‘‘ Meanwhile Toby, putting a hand on each knee, bent down his 
nose to the basket, and took a long inspiration at the lid; the grin 
upon his withered face expanding in the process, as if he were 
inhaling laughing gas. 

“¢ Ah! It’s very nice,’ said Toby. ‘It an’t—I suppose it an’t 
Polonies?” 

“No, no, no!’ cried Meg delighted. ‘ Nothing like Polonies!’ 

“¢ No,’ said Toby, after another sniff. ‘ It’s—it’s mellower than 
Polonies. It’s very nice. It improves every moment. It’s too 
decided for trotters. An’t it?’ 

“* Meg was in an extacy. He could not have gone wider of the 
mark than Trotters—except Polonies. 

“¢ Liver!’ said Toby, communing with himself. ‘No. There’s a 
mildness about it that don’t answer to liver. Pettitoes? No. It 
an’t faint enough for pettitoes. It wants the stringiness of Cock’s 
heads. And I know it an’t sausages. [I'll tell you what it is. It’s 
chitterlings!’ 

“* No, it an’t!’ cried Meg, in a burst of delight. ‘No, it an’t!’ 

“«¢ Why, what am I thinking of!’ said Toby, suddenly recovering 
a position as near the perpendicular as it was possible for him to 
assume. ‘I shall forget my own name next. It’s tripe!’ 

“'Tripe it was; and Meg, in high joy, protested he should say, 
in half a minute more, it was the best tripe ever stewed. 

‘** And so,’ said Meg, busying herself exultingly with the basket, 
‘Tl lay the cloth at once, father; for I have brought the tripe ina 
basin, and tied the basin up in a pocket handkerchief; and if I like 
to be proud for once, and spread that for a cloth, and call it a cloth, 
there’s no law to prevent me; is there father?’ 

* ¢ Not that I know of, my dear,’ said Toby. ‘ But they’re always 
a bringing up some new law or other.’ ”—pp. 18-21. 

This savoury tripe procures for Toby Veck a vision: he 
finds himself among the old church bells he so loves to hear, 
and the “spirits of the chimes ”—wild and fantastic sprites 
they are, as ever Dickens drew—lead the old man’s spirit 
through scenes of sorrow sweetly and sadly described, from 
whence he is to draw the moral of trust and patience. That 
there is good to be found in the most hopeless of characters, 
—that love lingers with a redeeming light in guilt, and even in 
desperation,—is the truth from which that trust and patience 
are to spring. Alas, it is an insufficient foundation; nay, in 
the end, to see those driven to desperation whose redeeming 
qualities deserved better things, could but destroy that very 
trust and patience. We need a firmer clue than this in ex- 
ploring the mysteries of life,—we feel this, and feel accord- 
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ingly some dissatisfaction with the vision, exquisitely as it is 
written; we rejoice when the old man springs up to life and 
joy, to find his pretty Meg sewing ribbons on her wedding 
dress for the glad to-morrow, nay, for the day that is come 
already, as is joyfully proclaimed by the bridegroom, by the 
strangers whom the old man’s kindness has sheltered, by the 
friends and neighbours who come to congratulate sweet Meg, 
and welcome in the new year with a dance. It is a sweet 
and joyous scene; with less of broad farce than in its proto- 
type of the Carol, to which, we acknowledge, we prefer it. 

Ve do not yet feel that we have done justice by this charm- 
ing story; itis so lavish of beauties, that every line might bear 
extraction ; and in no one of his works do we find his style 
so polished, or his vigorous thought and fanciful ideas so 
carefully developed. 

We hope no year may go by without bringing us from 
Mr. Dickens some such sweet memorial of our duties. It will 
be wanting to complete the gay catalogue of the new year’s 
triumphs, with which we will conclude our article. 


“ The streets were full of motion, and the shops were decked out 
gaily. The New Year, like an Infant Heir to the whole world, 
was waited for, with welcomes, presents, and rejoicings. There 
were books and toys for the New Year, glittering trinkets for the 
New Year, dresses for the New Year, schemes of fortune for the 
New Year; new inventions to beguile it. Its life was parcelled 
out in almanacks and pocket-books; the coming of its moons and 
stars, and tides, was known beforehand to the moment; all the 
workings of its seasons in their days and nights, were calculated 
with as much precision as Mr. Filer could work sums in men and 
women. 

“The New Year, the New Year. Everywhere the New Year! 
The Old Year was already looked upon as dead; and its effects 
were selling cheap like some drowned mariner’s aboardship. Its 
patterns were Last Year’s and going at asacrifice, before its breath 
was gone. Its treasures were mere dirt, beside the riches of its 
unborn successor!”—pp. 52-53. 


END OF VOL. XVII. 
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Abyssinia, regarded with increasing interest, 
105—its early history, 106—its church, 108— 
their marriages, 109—and monasteries, 109— 
Jewish character of their observances, L10O— 
ceremonies of re-baptism and ordination, 112 
—their dissensions, 113—and churches, 113— 
usurpation of part of their country by the 
Jews, 115—first noticed by the Portuguese, 
116—who send them assistance against 
Graan, the left-handed, 116—the Portuguese 
place the Abyssinian mission under the 
charge of the Jesuits, 118—Patriarch appoint- 
ed, ne ee ae State of the Church, 120— 
several Abyssinians visit Europe, 121—their 
return home, 121—condition of its southern 
province, the kingdom of Shoa, 124. 

—~ Dublin, its value as an institution, 
23 


Act of submission, 238. 
— Pope, controversy referred to him, 


Albigenses, their doctrines, and the evils which 
they did, 495. 

Apostates, recent Italian, 253—M. L’Herminez, 
255—M. Vignati brought forward to repair 
the disgrace of his exposure, 256—his admis- 
sion into the Church and marriage, 256—in- 
vestigation of his life and story, 259—Raffaelle 
Ciocci, refutation of his history, 260. 

Aradt,a Danish scholar, description of, 49—his 
death, 67. 

Assarotti, founder at Genoa of an institution 
for the deaf and dumb, 542. 

Attorney General, lrish, appears against O’Con- 
nell at the House of Lords, 205. 

Augustine, St., 468. 


Baths of the Romans, 77. 

Becker, Professor, his “ Gallus,” illustrating 
Roman manners, 71, 

Biographies of literary men, their value, 34. 

Bossuet, the first who wrote about the instruc. 
tion of the deaf and dumb, 539. 

Bossuet visits La 'l'rappe eight times, 320. 

Boswell, his style of biography, 213. 

Bremer, Miss, character of her novels, 354— 
their faults, 355—criticism of some of her 
works, 357. 

Bridgeman, Laura, a girl born blind, deaf, 
dumb, and without smell, Dickens’s account 
of her present condition, 532—birth and edu- 
cation, 533. 

Brothers of the Christian schools, 384. 

Brougham, Lord, his speech against O’Connell, 

8. 

Brown, Miss, the only poet blind from infancy, 
519—her birth and early education, 521L—her 
first attempts at versification, 525—her verses 
are sent to the lrish Penny Journal, 526—ex- 
tracts from her poetry, 546. 

Brummell, George, his notoriety, 93—birth and 
education, 94—his life in London, 95—quar- 
rel with the Prince, 97—arrives at Calais, 99 
—anecdotes of his ingratitude, 100—finds a 
resting-place in the Bon Sauveur at Caen, 
102—his death, 103. 

Burke, Edmund, reasons for the delay in pub- 
lishing his life and correspondence, 212— 
character of his letters, 214—style of his ora- 
tory, 215—his numerous and distinguished 
correspondents, 217—his account of his early 
studies, 218—his account of his stay at Mon- 
mouth, 220- fixed in this country by the re- 

putation of his Essay, 222—his connexion 

with Mr. Hamilton, secretary to the Irish 
viceroy, and its results, 222—his connexion 
with the Marquis of Rockingham, 223—his 








poet for the education of Catholics, 223—~ 
etter concerning the Lord George Gordon’s 
riots, 224—Burke’s house a home for the re- 
fugees from the French revolution, 225—his 
devoted attachment to the French royal fami- 
ly, 227—letter about Mirabeau, 227—his let- 
ters to Sir Philip Francis justifying his sen- 
timents on the revolution, 228—his ideas upon 
the reformation of the French monarchy, 230 
—his opinions respecting the Catholics in 
England, 230--advocates separate education 
for the Catholic clergy, 232. 


Camden Soriety, Comte de Montalembert’s letter 
addressed to it, 241. 

Cauchy, Baron de, his ‘¢ Considerations” on the 
State of the Church, 377—demands liberty of 
religious duties for monasteries, 377—his 
motives, 378—views of the duty of the State 
towards them, 3t0—insists on the freedom of 
education, 389—might have rendered his 
work more useful by a more enlarged view of 
his subject, 391. 

Chancellor, the Lord High, his speech against 
O’Connell, 208. 

Chateaubriand, Vicomte de, his life of De Rancé, 
298—why undertaken, 298—faults of the 
work, 298. 

Chimes, Vickens’s, 563. 

Church, Catholic, her present relations with the 
State in France, 376. 

Church, Eastern, how far the doctrine of the 
Pope’s supremacy was there received, 459— 
asserted by St. Damasus, 461—other proofs, 
463—further proofs, statements made in their 
assemblies without protest, 475—Controvers 
sies, 479—converts made by her, 483—all 
admitted the Pope’s supremacy, 484—com- 
mencement of the schism, 484. 

Church of Russia, her liturgies orthodox on 
the subject of the Pope’s supremacy, 484. 

Church ot Abyssinia, 108—its doctrines, 108— 
ceremonies of re-baptism and ordination, 112 
—their dissensions, 113—and churches, 113— 
the reformation of the Abyssinians undertaken 
by the Jesuits, 118—Peter Pays establishes a 
footing there, 118—patriarch appointed, 119 
—expulsion of the Jesuits and persecution of 
the Catholics, 120—present state of the 
church, 120. 

Church of the Dark Ages, how calumniated, 160. 

Church of England, concessions now made by 
her, 236—always the creature and slave of 
the State, 238—the church courts, 238— 
its heresies compared with those of the Greek, 
449—character of the present movement in 
it, 449 

Ciocci, Raffaelle, an Italian apostate, 260—his 
work confutes itself, 263—describes warlike 
meetings of students at Rome; their impossi- 
bility, 265—describes various means adopted 
to make him a Cistercian, 269—absurd story 
of a poisoning, 270—proposal to establish a 
Protestant community, 274, .numberless blun- 
ders, 276—character and station of the men 
against whom he brings his charges, 278.. 
has a poisoning fit of his own, 280—a rescript 
such as was never yet heard of made in his 
favour, 282—another persecution and another 
petting, 283—false descriptions of places, 
284—is persuaded by two Englishmen to fly 
from Rome, 285—diserepancies in his story, 
285—false account of his interview with Dr. 
Baldacconi, 286. 

Coal, Irish, 138. 

Controversies in the Greek church, 479—during 

the Pontificate of Pope Symmachus, 479. 
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Cooper, Mr., his views of the reformation, 237— 
his exactness in quoting, 239. 

Corporations, Irish, their loyalty, and the reward 
they received for it, 428. 

Council of Ephesus compelled to censure Nesto- 
rius, 475. 

Council of Chalcedon, 477—dismiss Dioscorus 
from his see, subscriptions to the depositions 
against him, 479. 

Councilof Constantinople, 480—2nd council, 485. 

Crusades,mauy and various motives from which 
they were adopted, 498—crusade led by the 
emperor Frederic, disasters at its commence- 
ment, 502—at its close, 505. 

Cyprian, St., his doctrines on the supremacy, 
459. 


Cyril, St., presides at the council of Ephesus, 
475, .conversions by him, 484. 


Damasus, St., his letter to the Bishops of the 
East, 461. 

Dark Ages, so called, whether or not the art 
of writing was so little known, 165..what 
qualifications required of candidates for ordi- 
nation, 168. alleged scarcity of books during 
that period, 174..whether the Bible was 
known, L159. 

Denman, Lord, his speech upon O’Connell’s 
trial, 210. 

De Rance Armand Jean Bouthillier, his life by 
Chateaubriand, 297..his birth and lineage, 
299. his education, talent, and preferment, 
300..is ordained, 3U0. .his dissipation, 301.. 
duel fought at his country-seat, 302. . his con- 
nexion with the Duchess de Montbazon, 
303..his rapid promotion, 304..a wonderful 
escape, 305.. inquiry as to what led to his 
conversion, 305..death of Madame de Mont- 
bazon, 306, .effect of it upon the mind of De 
Rancé, 307... his conversion, 308..of all his 
property reserves only the Abbey of LaTrappe, 
309, state in which he found it, 3/1. his no- 
vitiate, 3)2. . settles his affairs, makes his pro- 
fession, and takes possession of the monas- 
tery, 313..is sent to Rome, 314..mode of life 
there, 314, .continues bis reformation on his 
return to La Trappe, 315..names and cha- 
racters of those who joined it, 316.. benefit 
derived by him from Bossuet’s visit, 321. .his 
discourses on the monastic life are published, 
324.. appoints his successor, 327..his suffer- 
ings, 328. .and death, 329. 

Dioscorus dismissed by the council of Chalcedon 
from his see, 478, 


Ecclesiastical courts, 239. 

Edgeworth, Abbé, his letter from France, 226. 

Education, 387. .in France, 389, . books for edu- 
cation, 395. 

Eloy, St., misrepresented by Robertson, 179... 
his genuine discourse, 18 2. 

Ephesus, Council of, censures Nestorius, 475. 

Eutychian Controversy, some account of, 476. 


Fichte, his meeting with Ghlenschlager, 53. 

Follett, Sir William, his arguments against 
© Connell in the House of Lords, 205. 

Fore, Peter, a penitent at La Trappe, 317. 

Francis, Sir Piulip, correspondence with Burke, 
228. 


Frederic, of Germany, assisted by Pope Inno- 
_ cent, 496. .is crowned at Aix la Chapelle, 496 
..Otho pleads against him before the council 
of Lateran, 497,.is crowned a second time, 
497. . swears to assume the cross, 497, .delays 
to do so, and is reproved by Honorius, 499. , 
is pledged in a more than a common manner 
to the crusade, 499..by his delay causes the 
disasters of the crusade, 500..is excommuni- 
cated, 500, .his remonstrance, 501, . the Pope’s 
charges against him, 501. .effec’s of the inter- 
dict upon him, 502, departs suddenly for the 
Holy Land, 503. ,inquiry into his motives for 
going at that time and in that manner, 503,, 
makes a treaty with the Sultans of Babylon 
avd Damascus, 504,,incurs universal odium 
and returns home, 505,,excuses made 








for his conduct, and their falsehood, 505.. 
makes submission tu the Pope, and is recon- 
ciled, 506..resumes a career of rapine and 
violence, 507,,is excommunicated, 508, , at- 
tacks the Pope himself, 510..menaces the 
Bishops whom the Pope had summoned, 510. , 
he swears to submit, but without intending it, 
512..is solemnly deposed by a general coun- 
cil, 513, ,his death, 513. 

Frumentius, St., apostle of the Abyssinians, 107. 


Gallus, Roman personage, 72..description of 
his house, 73. . his library, 75, .oceasion of his 
disgrace, 79.. his suicide, 85, ) 

George 1V., his character, 92..his conduct to 
Brummell, 98. 

Goethe, description of, 52—aneedote of, 54, .68. 

Goold, George, Esq., his letter to Burke in 1781, 


234, 
Graan, the left-handed, raises war in Abyssinia, 
116. 


Greyory, St, his claim to the supremacy, 492., 
his refusal of the title of GZcumenical Bishop 
explained, 473—further proofs of his claiming 
the supremacy, 474. 

Gregory IX. excommunicates the emperor 
Frederic, 500, . his charges against him, 501., 
again excommunicates him, 508..determines 
to call a general council, 510. his death, 511. 

Grey, Lord de, a parallel between him and his 
predecessor, 418, 

Grey. Lord, in queen Elizabeth’s reign, his char 
racter and conduct, 420.,eulogy of him by 
Spenser, under the name of Artegall, 420. 


Hill, Mr., Counsel for O’Connell, 204. 

History of England, chiefly indebted to the 
Monks, 487. 

Historia Major of Matthew Paris, 489. .reasons 
for selecting it for translation, 489. 

Historical Society, about to publish translations 
of the Chronicles, 488 


| Hohenstauffen, race of, its final extinction, 514. 
| Honorius, Pope, reproves Frederic for his delay 


in assuming the Cross, 499. 

Hormisdas, Pope, Letter to him, 480. 

House of Lords, the building appropriate and 
grand, 202,,O0’Connell’s case brought before 
it, 202. 

Honiit, Mrs., her translations of the Swedish 
Novels, 351. 


Tonatius, St., appeals to Pope Nicholas, 485. 

Indians, the red, hunted by the Texan patriots, 
338. 

Innocent, St., 467. 

Innocent Li1., Pope, his crown of peacocks’ fea- 
thers, feelings with which he assumed it, 495 
..espouses the cause of two injured queens, 
495..lays interdicts on France and Spain, 
495..calls for help against the Albigenses, 
495..espouses the cause of Frederic, son of 
Henry V1. of Germany, 496. 

Innocent |V., determines to bring the Emperor 
Frederic to reason, 511..summons a General 
Council, 512... who solemnly depose the Em- 
peror, 512, ,is surrounded by alarms and war, 
513,.enters the kingdom of Naples in peace, 
514..Manfred rebels against him, 514. his 
death, 514. 

Institutions for the Deaf and Dumb, none Ca- 
tholic in England or Ireland, 538. .are Catho- 
lic in their origin and progress, 542. 

Interdict, effects of one, 502. 

[reland and its rulers, 1..Mis-statements con- 
tained in the Work, 32..its industrial re- 
sources, Dr. Kane’s inquiries into, 134. , pre- 
sent state of its statistics, 136. .its sufficiency 
of fuel for manufacturing purposes, 137, .lig- 
nite, 138.,coal, 138, .turf, 142... cost of fuel, 
144, .its water power, 145..means of making 
it available, 146.. mines of silver and lead, 15L 
..agricultural resources, 153,.necessity for 
railroads, 155, , state of in Spenser’s days, 416. 

Treneus, St., reproves the Pope, 457. 

Trish, the, their former dissensions, 14, , present 
unanimity taught byO’Connell, 15, , their style 











INDEX. 


of eloquence is simple, 28..their poor food 
produces incapacity for work, anecdote of 
this, 157, , Payne’s testimony to their charac- 
ter, 426. 

Italy, after 800 years of Roman sway, not yet 
fused into one nation, 492. its condition, and 
the reviving spirit of its people during the 
Northern invasion, 493,..a confederation of 
republies arises in the north, 493. . condition 
of the south, 494, , difficulties of the Popes, 494 
..dreadful state of italy under the Emperor 
Frederic, 507..the people combine against 
him, 510. 


James IT. of England visits La Trappe, 322, 

Jerome, St., his letter to Pope Damasus, 465. 

Jesuits, their learning considered as a crime, 
389. . undertake the Mission to Abyssinia, 118 
.. their final expulsion, 120. 

Judges of England, their answers to questions 
upon writ of error in O’Connell’s case, 206. 
Judith, a Jewish Princess, usurps a part of 

Abyssinia, 115. 


Kane, Dr., his Work on Ireland, 134. 

Kelly, Mr., Counsel for O’Connell, 204, 

Kendai, George Wilkins, author of a narrative 
of the Santa Fe Expedition, his mendacious 
and worthless character, 337. .amuses himself 
in hunting Indians. 338, . falls in with a troop 
of wild horses, 339..describes an encamp- 
ment, 339. .describes the Prairie on fire, 311 
.. his party disarmed by the Mexicans, 343, . 
generous treatment he receives, 343. .his de- 
scription of a Priest, 343, .his rogueries, 347 
.. bears testimony to the charity of the Mexi- 
cans, 345, 

Krapf, Mr., Protestant Missionary in Shoa, his 
proceedings, 127. 


Land, inquisition into defective Irish titles, an 
excessive grievance, 430. 
teran, Council of, its splendour; Otho ap- 
pears to plead his cause before it, 497. 

La Trappe, Monastery of, 309..state in which 
De Rancé found it, 3Ll..names of many 
who sought admission, 316. .austerities prac- 
tised there, 317... visited by Bossuet, 320. . by 
James IJ., 322... account of the Institute after 
De Rancé’s death, 329. .is visited by revolu- 
tionary agents; results of their inquiries, 330 
.. the institution broken up, 331. 

Lentulus, his banquet, &l. 

L’Epee, Abbé, founds an institution for the 
deaf and dumb, 539. 

Lestrange, Louis Henry, becomes the leader of 
the Trappists after their dispersal, 331, .is 
summoned to Rome, 334,.and dies, 335. 

Lenis, King of Bavaria, his noble sentiment. 392. 

L’Herminez, M,, history of his apostacy, 255,, 
his disgrace at Chichester, 256. 

Lignite, or wood coal, 138. 

Literature of England, requiring a great and 
Catholic reformation, 412 

Lombard League, circumstances under which 
it arose, 493. 

Ludolf, Mr., his inaccuracies concerning the 
Ethiopians, 1]0. 

Luther, Martin, ridicule of the story of his 
discovery of the Bible, 196. 


oe answers the discourses of De Rancé, 


Maitland, Mr., his inquiry into the state of the 
church in the Dark Ages, 159. .confutes the 
calumnies of Robertson, 162. .concerning the 
learning of the middle ages, 165, . concerning 
the scarcity of books, 174.. and their price, 
176, .contradicts two of his absurd stories, 
187. .inquiry to what degree the Bible was 
known, 189... ridicules the story of Luther's 
discovering it, 196. 

Manuscripts, Irish, note concerning them from 
report of Royal Irish Academy, 293 

Matthew of Paris, 489..a favourite with the 
Historical Society, because he condemus 
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Rome, 490..how far he deserves tle prefe- 
rence, 491. 
Meletius, St., mistaken version of his story,463. 
Mendez, Alphonso, Patriarch in Abyssinia, 119. 
Mennas the Patriarch, bis submission to the 
Holy See, 481. 
Methodius, Saint, conversions made by him,484, 
Missionaries, Catholic, at present in Abyssinia, 


121,. Protestant, their embarrassment with 
ae to fasting, 111, , Protestant, in Shoa, 
27. 


Mitchell, James, a boy born blind and deaf, 
529..his means of acquiring information 
from the smell and touch, 529. .his feelings 
on the death of-his parents, 530..modes of 
expressing to him approbation, or otherwise, 
530,,no attempt made to give him religious 
knowledge or feelings, 531. 

Monasteries, difference of their ancient and 
present duties, 377..what good might be 
done by them in Ireland, 383, 

Monasticism, beautifully vindicated by Mait- 
land, 163., prohibition under which it labours 
in France, 378. 

Monks, the Latin they wrote, the histories we 
owe to them, 488..their histories the source 
from whence all others are drawn, 488, ,the 
translations now issued of them, 488. 

Monkish Chronicles, about to be translated, 468. 

Montalembert, Comte de, his letter to the Cam- 
den Society, 241. 

Montbazon, Duchess de, well-known story of 
her death, 306. 


Newman, Mr., acknowledges the church’s su- 


premacy, 453. 
Notices of Books, 289. 


O’Connell, Daniel, his character and conduct, 
5,, attacked in the Corn Exchange, 9. . teaches 
unanimity to the Irish, 14.. his conduct to 
the Americans, 17,.opposition to French and 
Spanish liberals,l8., his religion, 21..charac- 
ter of his eloquence, 22. .mis-statements con- 
cerning him, 32, judgment delivered against 
him, 2U0..his reception by the Irish bar, 200 
.. feelings of the people on his imprisonment, 
201,, his counsel before the House of Lords, 
203 .counsel against him, 205..judges as- 
semble to answer questions upon writ of 
error, 206, .reversal of the judgment against 
him, 210.. his release from the Penitentiary, 
and public reception, 211. 

Ehlenschlager, the Dane, 36,.his birth and 
education, 36,,is bitten by a dog, 41..his 
school career, 43..writes for the stage, 44., 
and acts upon it, 45,. becomes an advocate, 
46..death of his mother, 47.. acquaintance 
with his future wife, 47, ,aequaintance with 
Arndt, 49... with Heinrich Steffens, 50..with 
Goethe, 52.. with Fichte, 53..with Tieck, 55 
..describes the occupation of Weimar by 
the Prussians, 5%. .visits Paris and Switzer. 
land, 59,. remarkable characters he meets at 
Coppet, 60..his feelings on crossing the 
Alps, 61.,and in the Italian churches, 62 , 
and in Rome, 63,.meeting with Thorwald- 
sen, 65,.his return hume and marriage, 68. 

O’ Hagen, Mr. Thomas, his masterly argument 
. the motion for a new trial for O’Connell, 

99. 

O’ Loughlin, Sir Coleman, motion in arrest of 
judgmentin case of Queen v. U’Connell, 199. 

Optatus, St., 466. 

Orders, candidates for, what qualifications re- 
quired of them in the Dark Ages, 168. 

Orders, religious, 376.. restrictions upon them 
in France, 378,,absurdity of such restric- 
tions, 379..duty of the state towards them, 
380..formed for encouraging the spirit of 
self-sacrifice, 382..their benefits to society 
in former ages, 383.. Brothers of the Christian 
schools, 384. , Sisters of Charity, 385. , Sceurs 
de Bon Secours, 386..their influence in 
France, 387..seek no privileges, 390. 

Orleans, Duke of, his conversion and death, 308. 
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Palmer, Mr., mistake in Ecclesiastical History, 
458..respecting St. Jerome, 466, argument 
concerning St. Uptatus, 466. 

Parker, Archbishop, his preference of Paris as 
an historian, admits that he is an exception 
to his age, 490. 

Patriarch of Jerusalem, his letter to the Pope, 


Payne, his testimony to the character of the 
lrish, 426. 

Pays, Peter, Missionary in Abyssinia, 118. 

Peacock, Mr., O’Connell’s counsel, 204. 

Perrot, Sir John, the best Irish Viceroy, 432. 

Photius, made by the Emperor Patriarch of the 
east, 486. 

Pius V11. visits the Institution for the Deaf and 
Dumb, 540. 

Plunket, Dr. Patrick, gives investiture to the 
abbot De Rancé, 313. 

Poetry, 517. 

Poets, their misfortunes, generally speaking, 
517. 


Pontius, a Benedictine monk, first discovered 
the method of instructing the deaf and dumb, 


539. 

Popes, the, their supremacy lately acknowledged 
by many in the Anglican Church, 453, , by 
Mr. Newman, 453..déoctrine of their supre- 
macy explained, 455. . how far it was held in 
the early ages of the Church, 456, instances 
of popes being reproved by St. lrenwus, 457 
. by St. Cyprian, 458, . their authority assert- 
ed in the East by St. Damasus, 46]... other 
proofs that it was there acknowledged, 463,, 
and all over the world, 467,.and from that 
time downwards, 470. claimed by St. Gre- 
gory, 472. . proofs that it was admitted by the 
Eastern Church, 475,,admitted in the Coun- 
cil of Ephesus, 475,.0f Chalcedon, 477, .of 
Constantinople, 480,.admitted by Mennas, 
481..by St. Sophronius, 481,,by St. Maxi- 
mus, 482. ,claimed and admitted in the Coun- 
cil of Nice, 483. 

Priests, Catholic, their zeal borne testimony to 
by Spenser, 441,.by St. Theodore Studites, 
483. . admitted by St. [gnatius, 485..and even 
by Photius, 486. causes of their difficulties 
during the middle ages, 494, , general justifi- 
cation of their conduct, 514. 

Puseyites compared with the Greek Church, 448 
+» present condition of many amongst them, 
40, have for some time acknowledged the 
supremacy of the Pope, 453. 


Rabanus Maurus, archbishop of Seville, his di- 
rections concerning reading, 168. 

Robertson, falsehood of his statements concern- 
ing the learning of the middle ages, 162, .also 
concerning the scarcity of books, 174... his 
misrepresentation of St. Eloy, 179, two dis- 
torted anecdotes told by him, 186, 

Romans, the, their private manners little known, 
71,. illustrated by Professor Becker’s Gallus, 
72. .their modes of contracting marriage,86. . 

ower over children, 86.. methods of measur- 
ing time, 87.. gymnastic exercises, 88, ,.and 
games, 89..condition of their slaves, 90. 


Sahela Salassie, king of Shoa, 124. 

Saint Frumentius, 107. 

Scandals, their existence necessary, 253, ,.upon 
the whole cheering symptoms, 254. 

Schmid, Canon Von, popularity of his works 
abroad, too little known here, 392, ,his tales 
composed for his own school, 393. , materials 
and beauty of his tales, 394. .their number 
and arrangements, 396. ,examples and stories 
of some, 397, . their fine moral, 405. 

Sequin, the Abbé, 298. 

Shoa, kingdom of, its importance, 124. .its king, 
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ria, 124, treaty of commerce with England, 

126, .slavery encouraged there, 126, it is in. 

teresting to religion, 127. 

Sicard, Abbé, establishes an institution for the 

deaf and dumb, 540. , it is visited by the pope 

Pius VII., 540..recommends his institution 

to the Abbé Gondelin, and dies, 54), 

Siricius, St., 467. 

Sisters of Charity, 385. 

Slavery, its encouragement in Texas, 448. 

Slaves, their condition in Rome, 90. 

Society, requires the spirit of self-sacrifice, 361 

..alone found in the Catholic Church, 382. 

Seeurs de Bon Secours, 386. 

Sophronius, St., appeals through Bishop Stephen 

to the Roman See, 481. 

Spenser, Edmund, his character as a politician, 
415, .his intolerance in Ireland, 416. .his re- 
sidence in Kilcolman Castle, 417. . ill effects 
upon his mind of his secretaryship to Lord 
Grey, 418. .eulogises Lord Grey’s policy, 421 
.. bis plans for the reduction of Ulster, 422, , 
his slavish attempts to pervert the laws, 424,, 
encourages the great grievance of inquisition 
into titles of land, 430..acknowledges the 
misconduct of officials, 431..plans the re- 
conquest of Ireland, 435..for transplanting 
the Irish people, 436, .his descriptions of the 
Irish bards, 438. .advocates the most minute 
and tyrannical rules, 439, , bears testimony to 

* the zeal of the Catholic Priests, 441,,some 
descriptions of Irish scenery, 443, ,his com- 
plaint against the landlords, 445, 

Stacl, Madame de, 60). 

Steffens, Heinrieh, 50. 

Storm, his death and funeral, 43, 

Symmachus, Pope, 479. 


Theodoret, St., his letter to Pope Leo, 476, 

Texas, beauty of the country, 335, excessive 
depravity of its people, 336. .history of the 
commencement of its career, 336. . geographi- 
cal description of the country, 337.,the ut- 
most encovragement given there to slavery, 


448, 

Thorwaldsen, his mee‘ing. with Chlenschiiger, 
65. 

Toledo, bishop of, his eloquence and learning, 
497. 


Trappists, their wanderings after their dismissal 
from the monastery, 331, . succeed in obtain- 
ing under Bonaparte an asylum in France, 
334. ,are banished on account of refusing the 
oath of allegiance, 334... finally repurchase La 
Trappe, 334,. other monasteries established, 
334. . now established ip Ireland, 335. 

Turf, its value as fuel, 142, 


University of France, its oppressive monopoly, 


Vatismenil, M. shows that the limitation (in 
France) of persons assembling, to twenty, 
does not affect monasteries, 379. 

Veretz, country-seat of the Abbé de Rancé, 302, 

Vignati, Mr. an Italian apostate, 255, , account 
of his reception in form into the church of 
England, 256,,his birth and disreputable 
career, 259. 

Voss, Heinrich, his anecdote of Goethe, 154. 


Wendover, Roger of, translation about to be 
issued of his works, 488, 

Wilde, Sir Thomas, the advocate of O'Connell 
before the House of Lords, 203.,manner in 
which he performed the duty, 203. 


Xnstus, St. and Pope, letters to him acknow- 
ledging his supremacy, 476. 





124,, presents made to him by Queen Victo- 








LONDON: 
RICHARDS, PRINTER, 100, ST. MARTIN’S LANE. 


Zozimus, St., his answer to the Pelagians, 469. 
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